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Graphic Novels 


Robert Crumb, 18, high school graduate. unemployed, 
stood at the edge of a deserted swimming pool in Dover. 
Delaware. He was trying to decide whether to commit 
suicide by throwing himself in. Alienated at home by 
his battling parents, stymied by art projects he was find 
ing vain and fruitless, frustrated by girls and sex (or 
the lack of them), diseusted by the 1962-era materialism 
he saw around him, with no circle of friends and no 
vision or hope of anything better. he was tempted by 
"complete oblivion...IE stood by the pool for about hall 
an hour, trying to get up the courage to jump in.” 

Then he turned, stoop-shouldered, head lowered, and 
shuffled away: and Zap Comix. Fritz the Cat. Mi 
Natural. and a mind-blowing parade of creations to 
come were saved from "complete oblivion." 

Just at this new low point, he received a letter that 
ultimately would change every aspect of his life. As so 
often happens, a trivial event started things: My room 
mate. Dave Sroczynski, with whom | was sharing an 
apartment on Cleveland s Carnegie Avenue, moved out 
So I wrote Robert and asked him if he'd like to cut the 
family tie, join me, and try his luck in my home town 
“That was 8 momentous occasion in my life.” he said 
later. “It was the only opportunity or prospect | had 
in the world." 

But work prospects weren't bright. I suggested he try 
thé Ohio State employment office, The job counselor 
who interviewed Robert didn't even look at his port 
folio, but that didn't matter: He simply got on the phone 
and called up American Greetings, the nation's number 
two greeting card publisher (after Hallmark), who were 
located on Cleveland s West Side lakefront. Robert was 
mildly shocked when he was told to report at the Train 
me Department the Following Monday. “E couldn't 
believe 1 had an art job — here 1 am just starting out... 
just assumed that they only hired real professionals, but 
as a matter of fact they hired. dozens of incompetent 
kids out of art school to do color separations.” The 
Training Department bore an eerie resemblance to boot 
camp. as formerly conducted by Robert's father (a one 
time Marine Corps drill. instructor), with airbrushes 
instead of bayonets, Roberts luck didn’t improve with 
his first promotion at American Greetings, which came 
later that winter. It was "worse than the training depart- 
ment." Sometimes it took Robert a full five-day week 
just to do separations for one card. Robert looked at the 
Kalkaesque scene around him and shuddered. Some 
of his fellow inmates had been doing separations in that 
room for 20 years, including some highly skilled crafts 
men — Europeans whose mastery of intricate engraving 
techniques prevented them from ever being promoted 
to the rarefied ranks of Finished Art. 

Robert's confidence in a future for his art had never 
been lower. “Id pretty much given up on being a pro 


fessional comic artist...] was compelled to draw them 


just for my own amusement, and thought someday 


maybe they'd be appreciated. | didn't think about get 
ting any of that stuff published.” 


— From the introduction 
by Mary Pahls 
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INTRODUCTION 


The Best 
Location 
In The 
Nation... 


by Marty Pahls 


Robert Crumb, 18, high school graduate, 
unemployed, stood at the edge of a des- 
erted swimming pool in Dover, Delaware. 
He was trying to decide whether to com- 
mit suicide by throwing himself in. Alien- 
ated at home by his battling parents, 
stymied by art projects he was finding vain 
and fruitless, frustrated with girls and sex 
(or the lack of them), disgusted by the 
1962-era materialism he saw around him, 
with no circle of friends and no vision or 
hope of anything better, he was tempted 
by “complete oblivion. . .1 stood by the 
pool for about half an hour, trying to get 
up the courage to jump in." 

Then he turned, stoop-shouldered, head 
lowered, and shuffled away; and Zap 
Comics, Fritz the Cat, Mr. Natural, and 
a mind-blowing parade of creations to 
come were saved from "complete obliv- 
ion." 

Shortly before, Robert had visited me 
and my family in Kent, Ohio, where I was 
busy graduating from college and plan- 
ning, sheepskin in hand, to invade the job 
market. We'd hunted old phonograph 
records, talked endlessly about comics, 
and hung out at the Student Union, where 
I introduced Robert to my friends and to 
my girl, Barb Brock (“the dear sweet,” he 
called her). “Before I went on that trip," 
he says, “I was really at the lowest point. 
After that I saw that there was some hope 
of connecting with the outside world. It 
was the first time I'd ever been in any kind 
of university scene. . .፤ felt that I could 
connect somehow with those kinds of 
people." 

Brother Charles, whose enthusiasm for 
comics had started them both drawing 
when they were in grade school, wasn't 
much help at lifting Robert's spirits. 1 
was in livid fear of his judgment of my 
work—his criticism or his comments. He 
would criticize and encourage, both. He 


was a hard taskmaster" But Charles's 
compulsion to draw waned rapidly after 
their first venture in publishing, the 
humorzine Foo, failed to sell at Dover 
High School. 

Robert's brooding, lonely feelings were 
reflected by the “Billy Bean" drawings in 
his ever-present sketchbooks. “The little 
character with the hair parted in the 
middle is supposed to be the inner me 
sorta. . With him I portray actual experi- 
ences of my own, with emphasis on the 
lovelorn side of my nature." 

That side was goaded to new heights of 
frustration when Joan Taber—another 
Dover High graduate, who might have 
stepped out of a later Crumb drawing— 
drifted into his life. Their relationship was 
“sombre and intense. We would walk 
around Dover and sit by the lake, talk 
about life and philosophy: what does it all 
mean and that kind of stuff. 

“I didn't know how to break the sex bar- 
rier. I had this heavy romantic come-on 
to any girl who paid any attention to me 
at all. It was obvious to her that I was 
sexually really hungry and desperate." But 
Robert was also helplessly shy, and Joan 
Taber soon drifted out again. 

Just at this new low point, he received 
a letter that ultimately would change every 
aspect of his life. As so often happens, a 


trivial event started things: my roommate, 
Dave Sroczynski, with whom I was shar- 
ing an apartment on Cleveland's Carnegie 
Avenue, moved out. So I wrote Robert and 
asked him if he'd like to cut the family tie, 
join me, and try his luck in my home 
town. “That was a momentous occasion 
in my life. Charles had no plans to do 
anything. The way my mother was I could 
have stayed there indefinitely. It was the 
only opportunity or prospect I had in the 
world." 

But work prospects weren't bright and 
Robert was realistic about the situation. 
“When I first got to Cleveland I had no 
idea of getting any art job at all. I remem- 
ber going and applying for stock clerk 
positions at Higbee's and department 
stores down around Public Square.” Then 
I suggested he try the Ohio state employ- 
ment office. *I had the semblance of a 
portfolio, just in case: high school news- 
paper covers, fake album covers, the 
black-and-white Arcade cover with the 
rock 'በ' roll singer and his manager; stuff 
like that.” 

The job counselor who interviewed 
Robert didn't even look at the portfolio, 
but that didn't matter: he simply got on 
the phone and called up American Greet- 
ings, the nation's number-two greeting 
card publisher (after Hallmark), who were 
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located on Cleveland's West Side lake- 
front. “T1 always remember that old guy,” 
says Robert. “He gave me my break.” This 
"sell job" worked and Robert took the 
rapid transit out to the grim red-brick 
complex (once a factory for Winton and 
Baker motorcars and Otis elevators) and 
was scrutinized by the personnel man, “an 
Armenian with pores the size of your 
thumb." 

“I just assumed that they only hired real 
professionals, but as a matter of fact they 
hired dozens of incompetent kids out of 
art school to do color separations. Maybe 
you could work your way up to doing 
those stupid cards." Thus Robert was 
mildly shocked when he was told to report 
to the Training Department the following 
Monday. "I couldn't believe I had an art 
job—here I am just starting out. I just 
thought I was the luckiest guy in the world 
I had that crummy job...I assumed I 
would fail in Cleveland and have to go 
home.” A year or two before, Charles had 
fled the family meatgrinder for Califor- 
nia, and returned a month later with his 
tail between his legs, never to try again. 

The training department bore an eerie 
resemblance to boot camp, as formerly 
conducted by Robert's father (a one-time 
Marine Corps drill instructor), with air- 
brushes instead of bayonets. Separators, 
seated at light tables, were trained to 
render absolutely faultless copies of tem- 
pera and watercolor paintings and pastel 
drawings. "Some artist would make a card 
—he'd paint that scrollwork in gold on the 
original art. The color separator had to put 
a piece of acetate over the original art and 
trace it very exactly and precisely in black 
ink—and that would be the gold separa- 
tion." 

It was incredibly precise work, involv- 
ing croquille and mechanical Rapidograph 
drawing pens and India ink—materials 
that rough-pencil sketcher Robert had 
stayed away from till now. Also, “I learned 
how to use airbrushes and do different 
color tones—grey tones, ten to 90 per- 
cent." Separators had to rub on various 
layers of adhesive-backed masking paper: 
"And, while you're pulling the mask off, 
if you just happen to nick the surface of 
the acetate where you airbrushed a grey 
tone, it would be ruined. People were 
dropping like flies in the training depart- 
ment. They couldn't cut it. 

"Everything American Greetings did 
was hand-separated. The average color 
separator was getting 85 bucks a week. By 
the time I realized what I was being 
trained to do, I thought it was really 
bizarre!" 

Robert spent four months of a very 
bleak Cleveland winter in the Training 
Department. “፲17] always remember that 


period as being dark.” To reach the time 
clock ahead of punch-in time, he had to 
get up before dawn, plow through frozen 
snowdrifts across East Boulevard and up 
the steps to the rapid transit platform, then 
shiver in the blasting wind off Lake Erie 
waiting for a train that would carry him 
to the other side of the city, where a bus 
ride and another cold, slippery walk 
brought him to the greeting-card fortress. 
It would be long after dark when he 
returned to our basement apartment in a 
decaying, soot-grimed building at East 
107th and Carnegie (now long torn down). 

I can remember the sound of Robert's 
footsteps approaching down the narrow 


hallway—slow, weary, shuffling, like a 
suffering character out of a Dostoievski 
novel. The job routine bored him, staring 
through the acetate at the lightboard made 
his eyes ache—but, as I preached to him, 
he was learning hand-to-eye coordination, 
learning to use professional materials and 
techniques. And receiving the munificent 
sum of $60 a week! But wasn't this better 
than going to art school, where you had 
to pay them, with no guarantee of a job 
even if you graduated? Robert pulled his 
earmuff-framed head down into the collar 
of his Salvation Army store coat, chewed 
his frostbitten lip, and hung on. 

Those were the days when Cleveland's 
boosters were calling it “The Best Loca- 
tion in the Nation." (Local wags immedi- 
ately redubbed it “The Mistake on the 
Lake.”) Born in Cleveland, I was endlessly 
fascinated by its gritty streets and buil- 
dings, sagging frame houses, smoky rail- 
yards, and the high weatherbeaten bridges 
over “the flats,” low-lying factory tracts 
strung for miles along the winding, 
copper-colored Cuyahoga River. Like a lot 
of Clevelanders, I harbor a kind of per- 
verse civic pride just below the surface— 
where else can you find a river that's offi- 
cially declared a fire hazard?— so, in spite 
of weather, Robert and I spent many of our 
off-work hours riding the busses and 
trackless trolleys up and down Superior 
Avenue, Lorain Avenue, Buckeye Road, 
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Woodland, Madison, Denison, from 
Public Square to Rocky River or Euclid 
Beach amusement park and points in 
between. 

In 1962, one of the most spectacularly 
seedy areas of the city was near our own 
apartment, centered a few blocks away at 
East 105th Street and Euclid Avenue. 
Adjacent to Case-Western Reserve Univer- 
sity, Severance Hall, and the Cleveland 
Museum of Art, it had been a middle-class 
Jewish area in the 1920s. But now it was 
the transportation hub, entertainment 
center, and focus of streetlife for Cleve- 
land's enormous black population. A 
stroll down Euclid, from Cleveland Clinic 
and Abood's Foods at East 100th, past the 
plywood-shuttered Alhambra Theatre and 
the humanity-clogged crossroads itself (it 
was at East 105th and Euclid that the na- 
tion's first traffic light is said to have been 
installed, in 1914) to the Greyhound sta- 
tion at East 107th, took you past countless 
bars (all of them churning out electric jazz 
organ music), rib joints, conk parlors, 
storefront tabernacles, and, of course, 
Rebel's 13-Cent Hamburgers. Not to men- 
tion, every night along the south side of 
Euclid between Hunnerd-Five and Hun- 
nerd-Seven, one of the choicest collections 
of streetwalkers in Christendom. 

Robert, innocent that he was, discovered 
them one evening while walking home 
from the bus. “This pimp came up to me 
and said, *Hey, man, could you use a little 
heater for tonight?” I said, “Gee, I don't 
know. I asked him, “How much does it 
cost?' and I told him, “The idea's kind of 
interesting, but you know I’ve never slept 
with a woman. I'm kinda shy? 

“He practically fell down on the ground 
—he couldn't believe it. Nineteen years 
old and never slept with a woman! Just 
unheard of in his world! The first time he 
did it, he was 12. “Well, any time you're 
ready, just let me know—I’ll line you up,” 

Frustration was all the more bitter for 
Robert because Barb was bussing up from 
Ohio State University in Columbus to 
spend every third or fourth weekend with 
me; and, in between, there were other 
girls. When privacy demanded, he would 
pull on his coat, shuffle to the door, and 
trudge the snowy streets, or warm his toes 
in the Reserve student union, drinking a 
half-pint carton of milk and drawing in his 
composition books the sketches and Fritz 
stories presented here for the first time. 
Later, the books would be passed around, 
never failing to elicit awed interest from 
the female guests— which generally 
caused Robert to beat a blushing retreat 
into the next room. 

Nevertheless, his longing for contact 
with the opposite sex was finding an outlet 
—of a sort. “There was this black girl that 


used to get on the rapid every day at the 
stop after University Circle. She'd always 
sit behind me and we'd play footsie under 
the seat. She was real bold about it, too. 
This went on for a couple of months. She'd 
always get off downtown—I never spoke 
to her. One time she got on and she almost 
sat down next to me, and then decided not 
to. She sat down behind me and we played 
footsie. 

"She was real attractive—tall, with 
glasses. I remember one time we were 
playing footsie and this black guy got on 
the rapid and sat down next to her and 
handed her all this jive. She wasn't say- 
ing much to him, and all the time we were 
playing footsie under the seat." 

At Christmas 1962 Robert paid a visit 
to the family, who had moved to Upper 
Darby, just outside Philadelphia. Things 
were as grim as ever: “I’ve never since 
stayed there more than three days at a 
time.” Charles was still obsessed with his 
own hermetically sealed, inward world. 
There were a few final attempts at two- 
man comics, with Robert drawing his 
characters and dialogue (as well as all the 
backgrounds) in the composition book, 
and Charles responding for a few pages 
with his characters and dialogue. But then 
Charles would lose interest rapidly, leav- 
ing Robert to supply all cues, and it soon 
became clear that the days of the two-mans 
were over. 

Robert's confidence in a future for his 
art had never been lower. “T'd pretty much 
given up on being a professional comic 
artist. ..I was compelled to draw them 
just for my own satisfaction, and thought 
someday maybe they'd be appreciated. I 
didn't think about getting any of that stuff 
published." 

Shortly after Christmas, Robert was 
back in Cleveland. “On New Year's Eve 
we went down to Public Square and went 
in a hamburger joint. This bum—the 
waitress started shaking him: “Hey! Wake 
up! Wake up!’ And his head slid off the 
counter, and there was this big smear of 
blood. He just fell on the floor, and she 
said, “Oh shit We got out of there!” 

Around this time, also, Robert ex- 
perienced another epiphany—a somewhat 
more positive one that turned out to be 
prophetic, and then some. Walking home 
from the bus one night he noticed a tiny 
fortune-telling shop in a storefront. 
“There was a little Gypsy parlor there, 
right on 105th Street...A little hole-in- 
the-wall place... .Just out of curiosity I 
went in there. 

“She was very quick, Cost me two 
bucks. She said, “Don't worry. You luck's 
agonna change—don't worry.” 

Robert's luck didn't improve with his 
first promotion at American Greetings, 


which came later that winter. “I remember 
going up my first day in Color Separation, 
and—'OK, here's your first job” Glop! 
Throw this card on my drawing table. It's 
this cute puppydog drawn by a girl artist, 
with real rough loose brushstrokes and 
outlines in some kind of textured pencil 
. « Then a little bit of drybrush or colored 
pencil for the cheeks. ‘Oh my God, how 
am I gonna duplicate this?’ The artists 
who did the original gave no thought for 
the problems of the separator at 811. . The 
color separators were the bottom of the 
ladder." 

This work was obviously not going to 
be R. Crumb's glass of tea. It was “worse 


than the training department." Sometimes 
it took Robert a full five-day week just to 
do separations for one card. He was con- 
sidered “a little slow’’—not surprising for 
a beginner—but this didn't prevent him 
from receiving a $5-a-week raise. 

Robert looked at the Kafkaesque scene 
around him and shuddered. Some of his 
fellow inmates had been doing separations 
in that room for 20 years, including some 
highly skilled craftsmen—Europeans 
whose mastery of intricate engraving tech- 
niques prevented them from ever being 
promoted to the rarefied ranks of Finished 
Art. “People that worked there were all 
a little bit batty. They used to make crazy 
jungle noises over the cubicles at each 
other all day—bird calls and weird sounds. 

“There were like a hundred artists in 
this giant room. The partitions were only 
four feet tall because they had these 
‘checkers’ that would walk up and down 
the aisle between the cubicles—their heads 
were right over the partition level. They 
could look and make sure what you were 
doing. They had clipboards. 


IX 


“This one guy had a German accent and 
a little goatee. Sometimes my eyes would 
get so tired from the lightboard I'd just 
start to nod out. He would tap you on the 
shoulder—'Hey! Gedt to vork!' I was real- 
ly thinking about quitting—it was just too 
demanding.” 

But Robert stuck to it. Sticking to it 
seems to have been an AG tradition. The 
company's founder, Jacob Saperstein, died 
in 1987 at age 102, still in command—his 
last birthday request having reportedly 
been a new book on computer applica- 
tions. The legend was that he started out 
around the turn of the century peddling 
postcards from a pushcart on Russian Hill. 
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During Robert’s tenure, operations were 
in the hands of his sons, who had changed 
their name to Stone. “There was a lot of 
anti-Semitism in the lower echelons— 
pretty much across the board among all 
the artists and a lot of the writers. The 
bosses were these stereotypical ruthless 
Jewish characters. There weren't too many 
Jewish artists or writers working there." 

There wasn't any union, either, and 
Robert paints a picture very few notches 
above a garment-district loft before the 
Triangle Fire. During a guided tour of the 
production plant, he observed “all these 
Okie rednecks working at machines. They 
had this embossing stamper, and a woman 
had to put the cards in these things com- 
ing down. I said, Jeez! Isn't that a little 
dangerous there for your fingers?' and the 
guy said, 'NONOIT'SNOTDANGEROUSAT- 
ALL!’ She said, “The h-a-i-l it isn't" And 
the guy whisked us away." 

Robert returned from his Christmas 
visit to Philadelphia with an incredible ar- 
ray of beautiful multi-hued Prismacolor 
pencils. He would create Arcade covers 


by drawing (and lettering in reverse) on 
transparent acetate in India ink, then col- 
oring with the Prismacolors on the frosted 
or matte side. Turning the sheet over, he 
would have a cover for his latest composi- 
tion book that featured his increasingly 
tight, skilled rendering— plus color with 
subtlety and depth approaching the 19th- 
century chromolithographed cartoons of 
Dalrymple, Davenport, and Kemble that 
we admired in the ancient pages of Puck 
and Judge. 

These beautiful results—plus his still- 
unrequited sex urge—inspired his biggest 
art project to date. “I kinda had a crush 
on this girl artist at AG—giant Latvian girl 
with this lit-tle ti-ny voice. I was going to 
do this book and just give it to her." 

The story was rendered on one side of 
each page in a bound hardcover book with 
blank sheets—probably a paper salesman's 
sample liberated from American Greet- 
ings. “The tricky thing about doing that 
Big Yum Yum Book was I had to pencil the 
panels really carefully 'cause I put the col- 
or on over the pencil. There had to be only 
the thinnest outlines remaining, 'cause the 
inking went on after the colored pencil." 

The theme of The Big Yum Yum Book's 
story, “Oggie and the Beanstalk,” springs 
directly from the “Fritz the Cat" tale in 
Arcade 729, which he'd just completed. 
Ogden, the hung-up ne'er-do-well toad— 
another R. Crumb simulacrum—lived in 
an island-city packed cheek-by-jowl with 
animals of every description, including 
swarms of ladybugs similar to the “creepy 
crawling thing" that invades the suitcase 
in the “Fritz” story. Just as Fritz inadver- 
tently brings on disaster by starting a fire 
in the subway, Oggie provokes the wrath 
of the gods by drunkenly stomping a 
passel of ladybugs—then attempting to 
conceal his crime by burying them under 
the stone floor. Like Jack's beans, they 
sprout into a monster growth. It threatens 
to destroy the city. Carried into the sky 
by the beanstalk, Oggie lands on a lush 
green planet and meets its sole inhabitant 
—a giant, zaftig, naked teen-age girl 
named Guntra. 


Getting up early, going to bed late, 
Robert worked on 7he Big Yum Yum Book 
through the frigid early months of 1963— 
before work, after work, weekends, in dim 
light on a plain kitchen table, breaking on- 
ly for runs to Godfrey Holmes to buy 
more Prismacolors. (“I didn't even get a 
drawing board till about 1980,” he admits.) 
Soon, not unnaturally, he decided not to 
give it to its heroine's namesake. Ultimate- 
ly, however, Robert did give away The Big 
Yum Yum Book—to his first wife, Dana. 
She holds the copyright (the book was 
published by The Scrimshaw Press, San 
Francisco, 1975), but would not license the 
publication rights to Fantagraphics Books 
—which is why it isn't here. 

The rise, fall, and metamorphosis of 
Oggie, as it accreted day by day in 
glorious color in the little 5" by 8" book, 
was followed with fascination by other 
eyes—not just mine and Barb's, but those 
of a growing number of friends, guests, 
and hangers-on who were beginning to 
spend time at the Carnegie Avenue apart- 
ment. Some of them were fellow fans of 
1920s jazz, who came to listen to records, 
talk records, and trade records. Discophile 
Dave Ski introduced Robert and me to a 
collector and critic for Down Beat maga- 
zine, who lived three blocks away at East 
107th and Deering—future collaborator 
and American Splendor writer/publisher 
Harvey Pekar. It would be more than 20 
years before Harvey achieved a measure 
of late-night national notoriety on The 
David Letterman Show, but already his 
frenetic style was present: the distilled 
energy, waving arms, beads of sweat, 
flashing eyes—the working-class social 
critique, even the woman troubles. *'I just 
thought Harvey was the classic beatnik;" 
says Robert. "This wild intense Jewish 
guy into bebop music—kind of talked jive 
lingo a little bit—this real seething char- 
acter. He had these wacky modern-art 
paintings in his place— which he still has: 
the same cruddy paintings, but they're all 
covered with grime.” 

Harvey had grown up in a tough 
racially-mixed area around East 131st and 


Kinsman. Though he's a believer in peace 
and quiet, even to the extent of never seek- 
ing a job more vocationally aggressive 
than hospital clerk, his readiness to hold 
his own when pressed was already becom- 
ing a local legend. There was the story 
that Harvey came home one day, found a 
six-foot-plus intruder rifling his apart- 
ment, grabbed the luckless fellow by the 
collar and the seat of his pants, frog- 
marched him to the front porch, and 
dumped him down the steps. 

At any rate, Robert vouches for one ex- 
ample of Pekar's tenacity from the early 
"705, when “urban removal” finally oblit- 
erated our gloriously grungy neighbor- 
hood. “Harvey was one of the last hold- 
outs on Deering. He lived in one of this 
old row of houses and they were tearing 
them down, starting at the eastern end. He 
was still living there—and the next house 
was gone. He just didn't want to move.” 

Another vaguely music-oriented clique 
orbited around La Cave, a folknik coffee 
house in a capacious basement directly 
across Euclid from Prosty Row. Although 
the sounds were rarely to Robert's taste 
(“Joan Baez goody-goody shrieking”), the 
ambience did attract Western Reserve 
coeds and high school girls down from 
Cleveland Heights, with doe eyes, pressed 
hair, and a penchant for remembering the 
correct words (if not the correct chord 
changes) to any protest ditty from Sing 
Out! at the drop of a capo. 

La Cave was an evenings-only, per- 
formance-oriented venue, not a place for 
chess games and quiet prolonged dissec- 
tion of Joyce, Freud, and Marx. But a nas- 
cent artsy-leftsy fringe did cluster under 
the espresso fumes, and Robert and I 
began milling with them on their own turf, 
which tended to center a mile or so out 
Euclid, around a calm backwater called 
Hessler Road. Narrow, tree-lined, and 
enclosed by old three-story row houses, 
Hessler was a street of quiet charm, one 
of the last in Cleveland to retain a stretch 
of its original wooden paving blocks. 
Several members of the Cleveland Orches- 
tra, then under George Szell, had apart- 
ments there (Severance Hall was just a few 
blocks away) and, on a warm summer 


evening when everyone's windows were 
open, you could stroll down the street and 
get quite a concert as they practiced. 

For Robert the big attraction on Hessler 
was the apartment of three girls who sur- 
faced at La Cave from time to time: Gail, 
Karen, and Roberta. “The first time I ever 
got involved with women was with these 
three crazies. I was so thrilled I was actu- 
ally accepted by these girls. . .I was kinda 
flirting with Roberta and she was going 
for it. They were all into being wild and 
having fun. That was a particularly mo- 
mentous occasion, the night I met them. 
They thought I was cool; they liked my 
artwork." 

The dominatrix of this roost was 
definitely Gail, who “looked like a chub- 
bier Liz Taylor. Schizoid Jewish brat-girl 
—she was a really irritating obnoxious 
person, but she let me kiss her and make 
out with her. . When they locked her in 
the mental ward, I was the only one who 
visited her in the hospital. I remember 
going to see her and they had this locked 
door with a window in it. . .I remember 
her little face peering out at me before they 
unlocked the door." 

The favors didn't all flow in one direc- 
tion between Gail and Robert. “I used to 
stay after work for hours every night work- 
ing on these things to give girls... . A fan- 
tastic locomotive with a face on the front 
of it and all painted silver. . . A cathedral- 
radio-shaped thing with a window with a 
doll in there. You pulled this knob and this 
little frog comes out from under her 
dress." For Gail he concocted “another 
radio thing...hearts all around it that 
were cut out, and faces inside these hearts 
that I got out of an old arcade machine 
from Gene’s Funny House on Ninth 
Street, with these heart-shaped windows 
on them with little faces of *your secret 
lover." 

But this love gift had a short life. “I 
went over there one day and saw it all torn 
apart. I went, “What happened to that 
thing I made you? She said, “Oh, I had 
a little attack of paranoia and I thought 
there was a bomb in it and I tore it apart, 
ha ha ha’ Very amusing—I spent two 
weeks working on it." 

The contrast could hardly have been 
greater between Robert's new friends and 
his fellow-sufferers back in Color Separa- 
tion. “The ones that I met at American 
Greetings were all working class, with a 
different attitude. Some of those people 
were shocked when I told them that I lived 
on the East Side, around 105th and 
Euclid.” There was one AG friend, 
however, who was definitely not shocked. 
Larry Raybourne had grown up in a small- 
time theatrical family downtown on West 
Superior, where a cliff-face of crumbling 


bay-windowed brownstones drops from 
the old High Level Bridge abutment into 
the flats. A writer for Hi Brows, American 
Greetings' new, wisecracking line of 4” 
by 9” cartoon cards, Raybourne had also 
absorbed more than his share of life's 
vicissitudes and shared Robert's predilec- 
tion for the mordant, kinky response. 

Robert's art fascinated Raybourne— 
especially the tiny cartoon figures and 
drawings with which he compulsively 
filled the white paper taped around the 
frosted glass of his light table. Raybourne 
began bringing along friends from Hi 
Brows, eventually including Tom Wilson, 
head of the department. Wilson took a 
good look at the light-table doodlings, 
pulled a few strings, and, in the summer 
of 1963, Robert was transferred to the Hi 
Brow Department. 


“It was totally different from Color 
Separation,’ Robert recalls. “It was 
shocking at first" The people were in- 
teresting and creative, the pace was re- 
laxed, and, best of all, there were no 
“checkers.” “All those guys used to come 
up to me when I first worked there and 
whisper to me, 'Crumb, slow down, 
you're making us look bad. You don't have 
to work that hard up here. They're going 
to up their expectations of our production 
level if you keep this up.’ I thought they 
were kidding. I couldn't comprehend the 
idea they didn't want you to work as hard 
as you could." 

Now Robert felt he'd been brainwashed 
"by the slavedrivers downstairs in the 
galley. Suddenly it dawned on me I was 
getting paid more money to do less work 
—how unfair the whole system was. All 
these writers and artists and everything, 
but in this industrial setting." It was weird- 
ly parallel to the Fritz Lang movie Metro- 
polis, only with the dynamos churning out 
“Happy Birthday" and “Get Well Soon" 
instead of power-plant energy. 

Even the neighborhood where Ameri- 
can Greetings was located had, under its 
surface ordinariness, a welter of quirky 
details. When I was little, my grandparents 
had lived just a short walk away, on West 
91st Street, and from my sailor-suit days 


I'd been familiar with every brick side- 
street and dusty storefront: Viking Road, 
Baltic Road, Silk Avenue; the Stradno 
Violin Repair Shop, Quare's Drug Store; 
Mayflower Trucking, with the same dim 
scale-model trailer in the same flyspecked 
window that had sat there when I went by 
in my Taylor Tot. 

This part of Cleveland—which, so far 
as I know, never was referred to by a 
district or neighborhood name—in 1963 
stood frozen in time. (One mildly deliri- 
ous night a few years later, Robert and I 
figured out that it was the original of the 
Moppets' and Thompkins' neighborhood 
in Little Lulu.) On the south side of 
Detroit Avenue at West 76th “there was 
a really really plain workingman's restaur- 
ant run by these two Cockneys. You could 
get a hamburger, a piece of pie, and cof- 
fee for a dollar" A door or two away was 
Bud's Club 77, a deadfall that shook many 
a nickel out of the pockets of American 
Greetings' less sober minions. Across the 
way, where the Clifton Road streetcars 
once angled out of Detroit and rumbled 
down towards Edgewater Park, was a 
curving 1900-era business building hous- 
ing a small beauty parlor, a Fisher's 
market, and, most important to comics 
history, Ziggy's Barber Shop. 

I remember Ziggy because he gave me 
what I believe was my first store haircut, 
lifting me up to sit on a plank he laid 
across the steel arms of the Koken barber 
chair. He was short, balding, with a black 
mustache and an eager-to-please Mittel- 
europa manner, and in 1963 he was still 
manning the clippers and Wildroot after 
nearly 20 years. Hi Brow people would 
come back and crack jokes about Ziggy, 
imitating his accent, much to the amuse- 
ment of Tom Wilson. 

Hi Brows' chief, says Robert, was “the 
ideal person to be mediator between the 
business executives and the artists—kinda 
protected the artists from these rapacious 
venal characters. . .He could smooth 
things over with those guys. He knew how 
to stroke those assholes. He produced 
results: the work was good, and it sold.” 

Originally from Kentucky, Wilson had 
put in his drudge-time as an artist, but was 
made department head when the Hi Brow 
line was established around the late '50s. 
“Wilson kinda picked up ideas from other 
people. . .He got this Ziggy thing and at 
the same time I had the toad character I 
always drew saying “Tis sad. John Gib- 
bons did this thing called The Sad Book 
. . Wilson used a lot of these elements and 
also this real simple art style he had. . . He 
first started to work on that 'Ziggy' thing 
when I was still there in '66, but it didn't 
really click till after I left” 

Ziggy, as a shapeless mass of walking 
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woe, became in the 1970s a runaway 
favorite of the comics page, Sunday sec- 
tion, reprint books, and, of course, 
greeting cards—by American Greetings, 
naturally—making Wilson (along with R. 
Crumb) another local success legend. 

In Hi Brows, for the first time in his life, 
Robert was accepted on his own merits 
and personality among equals. “I was the 
lad of the group. They'd treat me as the 
up-and-coming young kid. They were all 
considerably older than me.” Walter Lee, 
a short ruddy Englishman with a curly 
beard, lived near our apartment on 
Carnegie. He'd gone to art school in 
Liverpool with John Lennon, and had a 
drawing style that was "perfect for those 
Hi Brow cards: real simple and innocent, 
little cute nebbish characters. It had this 
funny whimsical quality." 

But the one who helped shape Robert's 
own viewpoint, he believes, was writer 
John Gibbons. “He had this way of cop- 
ing with life where he made a joke out of 
everything—kept me cracked up all the 
time. He was genuinely hilarious, but 
underneath there was a lot of bitterness 
and paranoia about people. I kinda copied 
his style. It's a defense against the world: 
humor was a way to slide through. But it 
kind of broke down when there was a 
serious crisis to deal with. When things 
got heavy, it didn't work, and Gibbons 
would get real nervous." 

Gibbons, who left American Greetings 
for Hollywood scriptwriting in the 1970s, 
was an idea man who sparked everybody 
else, says Robert. “He was definitely the 
main source of humor in that whole place. 
He influenced me in some instinctive way 
that I can't pinpoint. 

John Gibbons died of cancer in Los 
Angeles in 1987, according to Robert. 
"Walter Lee and his wife Catherine were 
holding his hand when he died." 

"Roberta Smith, Office Girl” was a by- 
product of Robert's tenure in the Hi Brow 
Department. It was drawn for the employ- 
ee news bulletin and was intended—by the 
personnel department, at least—to plug 
such perennial concerns as safety, job 
security, etc. But, predictably, in Robert's 
hands “Roberta” rapidly developed into 
something just over the edge of Company 
Image. Though Robert swears he did his 
best to rein himself in, and the artwork 
(done in the 70 Rapidograph pen that he 
now carried in his shirt pocket at all times) 
was constantly improving, the powers- 
that-were became increasingly uncomfor- 
table with the content. One particular act 
of what he considered petty censorship 
was too much, and this rare Crumb ven- 
ture into the traditional “daily strip" for- 
mat was terminated. 

Observing his fellow toilers in the jingle 


vineyard, Robert was led to an activity he 
found to be little encouraged by his 
employer: questioning. “I used to ask 
myself, “Is this it? Is this what the rest of 
your life is?' "Cause most of those people 
were a lot older than I was, and that was 
their life: sit around that stupid goddam 
greeting-card company. It was the focal 
point of their lives. A lot of them had 
other art things they were trying to do on 
the side, and they never quite got it 
together." Would this happen to Robert, 
too? It had been a year since he'd fled the 
comfortable, if somewhat rancid, family 
nest. A lot had happened, some better 
along with plenty of bitter—but was this 
really what he wanted? Was there some- 
thing more? 

There seemed to be little point in pur- 
suing a future in comic books. That field 


was still languishing in the slough of tele- 
vision and Comics Code censorship; the 
so-called "silver age,” far away in New 
York City, was barely on the horizon, and 
it wouldn't have had much to offer Robert 
anyhow. “Td gotten away from reading 
comics at that time. There was nothing in 
the way of new comics...I was kinda 
broadening my cultural perspectives dur- 
ing that period.” Besides scouring Cleve- 
land's Salvation Army and Goodwill thrift 
stores for old 78 records, Robert and I hit 
second-hand bookshops, dusty record bins 
and half-forgotten out-of-the-way busi- 
nesses of every description in back streets 
and slum areas, looking for early maga- 
zines, advertisements, posters, 1920s 
packages and boxes and bottles, labels, 
illustrations, furniture, fashions, and ex- 
amples of architecture and industrial 
design. Our special favorites were in a 
1925-1940 style we called (for want of a 
more definitive word) “moderne 一 
curved parallel lines, zigzag trim, glass 
bricks: considered very klunky and out- 
of-it at the time, but we loved it. We tried 
to furnish our next apartment in “early 
Depression;" little knowing that ten years 
later this style would be rechristened and 
venerated as "art deco." 

A new apartment was a necessity: with 
summer, the rats at our Carnegie Avenue 


building were becoming terrifyingly bold. 
Hundreds of tiny scampering feet over our 
heads would keep us awake nights, as they 
apparently used the enclosed ceiling 
pipechaise as a freeway. “They used to 
congregate by the incinerator down there,” 
Robert recalls. “If somebody lit the in- 
cinerator, they would run out the hole in 
the front of it. So one time we decided to 
block up the hole and light the fire. You 
could hear the rats screaming. It was very 
satisfying." Somewhat more sporting was 
our occasional habit of pot-shotting the 
buggers with unwanted 78 records, thrown 
discus-fashion. This disposed of both ver- 
min and useless Joseph C. Smith and 
Yerkes Jazzarimba sides. 

Eventually we took over the entire third 
floor of a large frame rooming house on 
East 115th Street, whose back windows 
overlooked Hessler Road. Building and 
inhabitants were straight out of a “Ghast- 
ly" Ingels EC comic. We rented it from 
a doddering solitary alcoholic who seldom 
moved from his fragrant corner in the 
basement. Everyone else in the building 
was at least as ancient. “I remember com- 
ing home from work one day and this old 
brother and sister who lived on the first 
floor—they used to fight all the time— 
the old woman was standing at the door 
of their apartment, which was right off the 
hallway in the front. Says, 'I knew it. I 
knew 10 outlive him” She had this gleeful 
expression on her face. I looked past her 
and saw the old guy was obviously dead, 
slumped over in a chair in the front room.” 

But the place was clean, cheap, conve- 
nient (half a block from Euclid), and, best 
of all, blessedly free of creepy crawling 
things (our fellow-tenants aside). The 
dormer windows, and sloping ceilings that 
came down almost to the floor, fit perfect- 
ly with my prized overstuffed chair (see 
Robert's sketch of Barb Brock), our 
prewar radio (no TV), and other artifacts. 
Soon there was a new addition, hauled up 
the creaking staircase by four strapping, 
sweating giants: a Volunteers of America 
piano, painted flat white, which Robert 
and his Hi Brow cronies proceeded to 
decorate in rainbow hues at a painting par- 
ty a few nights later. Even more remark- 
able, he began to play it, taking weekly 
lessons at a nearby settlement house. 

Gradually the parameters of Robert's 
world were expanding. Adele's bar, 
around the corner on Euclid, was an off- 
campus watering hole and a hangout for 
intellectuals, a theatrical and musical 
crowd, and the gay contingent. I became 
something of a regular and wheedled 
Robert (although a teetotaler) to spend an 
occasional evening in its friendly confines. 
Usually, though, he preferred to hang out 
a block up Euclid at Dean's Diner, a hardy 


ጋሜር... ..-—-—————Ó————————————A—————— 


xil 


Depression-era survivor with a big sign 
reading “The Finest People on Earth Eat 
at This Diner.’ 

Robert’s closest encounter with the 
campus, however, was at Ohio State 
University in Columbus. One of the most 
populous in the country, this institution 
dominates the entire North Side of Ohio’s 
capital city. Barb was a sophomore there 
in 1963-64 and Robert and I made a bus 
trip down to hang out with her and her 
friends for an extended weekend; later, he 
paid a return visit alone. 

“Columbus was this giant college 
scene,’ Robert remembers. “Everybody 
just seemed lost in this mass of students.” 
Barb's crowd, who hung out at Charbert’s 
on North High Street, “seemed goofy and 
undirected to me— just putzing around." 
There wasn't much dope apparent, yet, but 
there was plenty of drinking and free sex. 
That was catnip to Robert, who was still 
a virgin and mightily tired of that condi- 
tion. 

Then came “L'Affaire Big Barb." 

Big Barb was a friend of Brock. “She 
was this big creature, sort of attractive but 
really big—kinda like a scapegoat in this 
crowd she hung out with. They were 
always making fun of her, and she had this 
way of behaving—leaving herself open for 
being made fun of all the time. . .She was 
real hot to trot and make out— got real hot 
and excited and say, “Do it! Do it!” 

“I was just too shy. It took me a long 
time to get past that shyness. Finally this 
one night she got really pissed off at me— 
'cause I wouldn't stick it in her, I guess. 
All these other people were sleeping on 
the floor of her apartment. She got out of 
the bed and sat down on the floor next to 
this other guy she was attracted to. So I 
just got up, got dressed, and left. 

“Then she said, “No! Don't leave" I 
said, Just forget it” Walked out of there. 
Left Columbus and never came back.” 

Another typically '60s life crisis now 
loomed: Robert's letter from his draft 
board notifying him to report for his Army 
physical exam. The idea of his scrawny 
form in khakis, wielding a bayonet against 
our nation's potential invaders and blood 


enemies in Santo Domingo (this was 
before Viet Nam), seemed pretty far- 
fetched. Still, you never knew... 

Robert remembers a roomful of “guys 
all giggling and cutting up. They told me 
to strip down and get in line. You're stand- 
ing there in your shoes and socks and your 
underpants. Your valuables are in a pouch 
that they put around your neck on a string. 
They pulled me right out of line right 
away. At that point I was in a complete 
state of terror, and horrified: ‘Oh my God! 
This is it! 

“This guy came up and said, ‘Go see 
that guy at Desk #7’ I went down there 
and the guy thumped me on the chest, 
wrote something down: "That's 4-F. That's 
a “pectoral excavation." ' " 

"When I think about that whole decade 
of the ’60s,’ Robert laughs, “where I 
started to where I ended up, it's an amaz- 
ing saga." One chance turn at this point, 
one casual decision—to go into commer- 
cial comic books, for example, or to turn 
his back on comics completely—and 
Robert might have altered his future total- 
ly. Picture R. Crumb as Frank Frazetta or 
Neal Adams or Pablo Picasso instead of 
“Mister 1960s”! 

One afternoon around this time the two 
of us were sitting in the livingroom on 
115th under some framed color covers of 
the old Life humor magazine from the 
1920s—Held's definitive depiction of the 
flappers, shieks, and raccoon-coated bath- 
tub-gin era. “Maybe,” I kidded, “you'll 
be the next one of these 'cartoonists of an 
era? Maybe you'll be the John Held Jr. of 
the 1960s." 

I'm not always a good prophet, but I was 
on the money that time! 


Still, I couldn't have predicted what was 
to happen to our battered, beloved city of 
Cleveland over the next decade—and 
wouldn't have wanted to face it if I had. 
In a few years would come the Hough race 
riots, civil violence, fires, bulldozers, and 
urban "renewal" —the relentless destroy- 
ing, shattering, chipping away, bludgeon- 
ing down of the buildings, stores, streets, 
and artifacts we loved: the things that 
made Cleveland (and in fact every Amer- 
ican city) infinitely varied and infinitely 
fascinating. The early 1960s was about the 
last time, I now realize, that you could 
sample this, actually live in the middle of 
it, and enjoy it before it self-destructed. 

Today, our old neighborhood around 
East 105th and Euclid has been utterly and 
totally removed—every building, every 
brick, as if all the structures had been 
made out of Lego blocks and a giant hand 
had come down out of the clouds and 
swept them away like they'd never been. 
I left Cleveland in 1965, but in 1976 I 
found myself on a Greyhound bus at six 
a.m. roaring down Euclid and past 105. 
From Cleveland Clinic to the Howard 
Johnson motel, the area looked like 
Ground Zero at Hiroshima. Every block 
had been cleared of human construction 
and human activity and human life, the 
basements filled in level to the pavement. 

Gone were the shoeshine stands, the gin 
mills, the rib shacks and barbeque pits. 
Gone were the holdovers of a more elegant 
era in the "20s: the Alhambra's shell, the 
elaborate plate glass and terra cotta store- 
fronts (pocked with missing tiles and graf- 
fitti), the couple of remaining sad little 
Jewish restaurants. Gone was La Cave and 
Rebel's and the bus station and the pro- 
cession of hookers on the south side of 
Euclid. Only the naked streets remained, 
the asphalt, and the traffic. 

But—wait a minute. There is one arti- 
fact that I'd be willing to bet is still there, 
still in place where Robert left it in 1963. 
Still on the south side of Euclid, but out 
a couple of blocks, between Adelbert Road 
and East Boulevard. It seems they were 
putting in a new sidewalk one day as we 
were passing by. Robert was going through 
his compulsive toad-drawing period then. 
Little Oggies sprouted up in his wake 
wherever he passed: in his notebooks, on 
tablecloths, on walls, in dirt on trucks and 
windows. A little toad saying “Tis sad.” 

Faced with that expanse of fresh, wet 
concrete, what else was he to do? He 
dipped in his left forefinger and, as far as 
I know, that little Oggie is still there, 
immortalized in concrete, stepped on by 
millions over the passing years, but still 
spouting his melancholy message to the 
shuffling feet of Clevelanders. 

As the toad said, “Tis sad.” 


R. Crumb 
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BY 
CRUMBS 
MAY 8,1962 | 

/ T ONLY BOOTLE. O" PERFUME | 


LEFT, AND ۱ GoT MI DATE 
— _TANIGHT "WITH MANLOVE BRADLEY/ 


xt. 


HEY YOU ۶ مهلم‎ =S 
| UP HERE A SECOND/ 
| من ا ا‎ ABOUT IT Too/ 


DAMN (ር ای‎ OUSTTA BRAIN ۸ 


t‏ وو 


~~] 


R. Crumb 


COAUDRAEHT You LIME 
BASTARD ./ CMERE / 
' Quit CALLIN’ ME BASTARD, 
Mabel ) ሥ ^L POLLY 
Toup YA ٤ u Lo 
A ۸80 TIMES — 
SS. BT AO یی‎ 


Look / You TW one 7 

DD THT? WELL, ARE YA 7 

Timon ۶ C'MON! ኾ u 7 
“ne ۱ 


| مهام‎ Do IT mage, | 
1 DIDN'T 5۱ مایا‎ ۱ 


TALE --- 7 MOST‏ - جوع 
"o en FER ^-‏ 
TWELVE YEARS A fime ۹‏ 


p i 
MISE Tak TH! یں‎ 
= سس‎ MOST ee TH!’ TIMÉ---- 

| ጠይ) C] ONCE IN A WHILE | TELL 


A LIE gur most oe عبرب‎ N (YoU ANT ል VERT CONMNCUN 
WHO DONE IT | TIME 1 TELL TH’ TAVIN...- LAR, JIMMERRENO a LOOK, T 
MABEL... Bv WONT CT YER HEAD OFF “FOR 
:1 CANIT TEL YA CAUSE THAT'D BE / pow 1ፐ....1 JIS wANTCH) ፐ ይጄ 
LP EACH! AND ۱ Don'T PEACH----- / HONEST ۷ہ‎ Me ۱۱۷ SEBL KID ONS 
N TING | PATE IS A UAR Y SEE? 
ger mage... 1 
AIN'T ፊሃ/ሎ'.. . 1 


pip? po if... 
HEY MABEL... Miz 
POLY ፀሪ./ሪ#7 ME A 


٧ 
ES 
>>? 
66۸۸۱۸ NEW BAG ۰7 


MARBLES T'DAY... LETS 
GO Our IN TH’ BACK- 
YAAD ابم‎ PLAY WITH 

SM... til Go IN MY 
HooM N’ GIT ^EM--- 
/ Gor THOUSANDS مه‎ 

MAAGLES MABEL... VE Bet, 
SAVIN’ NEM FER YEAMS.. 


4 


THEY HAD A BIG MARBLE- CONTEST | GOT A BIS DATE TANIGHT لیم‎ 
HERE IN TOWN LAST SYMMEA MABEL.. A FELA... WE'RE Goin’ OUT TO ል 
AND ı ENTERED iT N' CAME IN CUB... you KNOW... አበዕአ፤ኖ CLUB... 
FOURTH PLACE... - ۱ GOTA wave PERFUME... MAT WAS پو‎ 
منم‎ BOTLE 1 ۳۳٢ AC L ANT. GOT 
لزن بويع‎ MONEY TA BIN ANYMORE... SEE? 


GEL... THAT'S 
ToO BAD, MABEL... -- 
LOÓMS LIKE YouU'Le 

STAY MIME 


> 
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_ 3 Sv. BEN" AS IT'S youR FAULT 
| AIN'T GOT ANY PERFUME, YoU 
GUTTA ا ای‎ - k کا‎ 
ብሇ G ቁ -ጩ NER 

= به 7 BANK‏ 1660م ) 


— 


28 / THAT'S RIGHT. | BORROWED 
Au YER MONEY YESTERDAY DIDN'T 

۱2 ,ہرم‎ WONDER 1F miss ( 
( WOLD صمت‎ NO/ woULDN'r USE ۷ 
`° STUMD PERFUME 7 


— 


حك ۷۱۰۰ BUT‏ 
هر pe‏ 1 25[ 
سسم 


N 


IM 


í یی — نت‎ ንው — — 
E کي يس‎ 2 (ae COT SOMETHIN! ۱ [۷ 
(rea ^U VAT wD, WEL 22፡5 --. f BEEN WANTIN' TA TELL ھ‎ 
SwE HAFTA ۱۸۴۲ IT Ti. New... IT HAPPENED LAST NIGHT MABEL.. 
p: IT WAS ABOUT SEVENTHATY... I HAD uu5T 
BEEN OVER AT GREG JONNSON'S HOUSE AND | WAS 
oM MY WAY WOME.. / DECIDED ፕ' TAME A 
SHORT CUT THROUGH TH WOODS... AND THAT'S WHEN 
| SAW IP... ۱۴ WAS A FLYIN! ያዳሆርያዳ-- --: 
HONEST ፕ' Goo, MABEL... | SAW A MEAL 
GENUINE FLYIN’ SAUCER... IT eg تت‎ 
eur OF ገዛይ SKY AND LANDED ONL / 
WT OF ۰ / ۱۷۱۴ھ‎ LYIN 
E ጥዳ YA, MABEL - ۰ IT'S TH’ TAUTH 


WHATSIS Á— You 
Saw A FEYIN < 
SAUCER? So, WTS 6 
HOT ABOUT TWAT KID 27 
١ عع كي‎ IEM ALL “TH! 


| DUNNO, MABEL -.. 
LES” د اکم‎ 54 
STEAL- 


—. .ጤ 


THEY ١ 


ANP oUT 


A 0006 0 1 ASKEP SEM WHERE WALKED 

STEPPED A~ PUNCH OBONG- GASEN- ‹‹‹‹ጸሪጋ ) wene FROM. THE LEADER vile 

A. ہے‎ VPHERE WERE 7م‎ Ey CAME ALL. me war Farom MAR NE 
OF NEM... ۰ 757 WERE 7 HE ASKED 1ይ 1 ANTES TO GO TO 


Lia SIXTEEN INCHES HIGH...‏ اقلم 
WERE SNAP LIK‏ 
CARAOTS..... SORT 5e e v‏ 
THE BOTTOM ANO THEY CAME 72 A‏ 
POINT AT THE To... ANO THEY‏ 
BACH HAD ONE MVCN EYE ሥ ME‏ 
MIDDLE ۵۶ THEHE HEADS _... AND‏ 
OF A MovtTH THE! HAD A‏ ۸5۲64 
PEAK... .. ሠሀያያ LIME A CHICMEN..--‏ 
AND THEY HAD LEGS ANO FEET‏ 
JUST LIME A CHICKEN, TOO - -‏ 
¿NO THEY WORE CRAZY LITTLE‏ 
AND CARRIED CRAT? ٤6٤‏ .277285 


ca GUNS IN SEM 


MAAS AND / SAID YES AND HE ASKED ME 
TO CLIMB ABOARD THE FLYING SAVCER AND SO 
۱ CLIMBED AN ۸60۸889 OF HER AND WE 

Took GFE INTO  OUTERSPALE ... NOW FLYING 
SAVCEAS TRAVEL ۳۱۲۷ FAST MABEL.. 
AND IT ONLY TOOK VS A FEW 
MINUTES To GET TE MARS, 


JESU CHRIST /“ ቨዱፐ 
An IMAGINATION.” HA 


ONE... - 
as TELL 


wien we ARRIVED 1 TOOK A 
FOUR of ONE OF THIEA CITIES... 
All TH’ BUILDINGS WERE MADE OUT م۴‎ 
GLASS... THE _ WALLS WERE MADE SUT 
CE GLASS-.. THE ROOFS ANP FLOORS 
WERE MADE OUT oF GLASS.... ALL 
TH! FURNITURE WAS MADE OUT OF GLASS, 
420.:... THE TABLES WERE MADE 7 
OF GLASS... THE CHAIRS WERE MADE SUT 
OF GLASS...: AFTER | TOVAED THE 7 
THEY BROUGHT ME BACK /۸ THE 
FLYING SAUCER 2 


€9JH-... YER AWEULLY STUPID, MABEL! 


Ca ME STUPID, HIN? 
TepcH YA ( ua) vu SHOW 
LITLE BASTARD / 


. 


R. Crumb 


20۷ / YoU SURE ARE WKY 
AD... GOIN’ To MARS እኮ አሇ / 
vr ISNT ENERGON! ፕዘዱፕ "^y — AAT 
CHANCE / cosy, | ENW 6۵ WHAT 


(pb mey EAT, Mese PE „THESE 
NARMANS 7 Kun? ۵ en 
واه‎ THEN speak ENGLS"? 


mE.. 
KIDDING . | NEVER 
REALLY TRAVELED ALL TH’ 
MARS N: BACK 
FLYIN’ SAVCER-- 
7۸۱ WHOLE THING WAS 
NeTHin' BUT A CIE. THERE 
WASN'T AN ፅህሎረይ OF 
TRUTH IN IT. / HONESTLY 
THINK ۷۵۵۰۵ FA 


TWEN T: 
PBANTASTIC 了 


PH, M' LITE WISE-ACRE. . 
KNEW N' WERE WIN. UTE 
/ dont Au ME STUPID) 

polî T ٣۴۲۸ TAKE ۲ KINA 

FROM soNE UTE ۹۰ 


wHATBE YA DOIN’ 
MABEL --- ZHE- É Y l 


NER SORRY! r^ HAS CMON! TEN 
ኮለጅ Yol'u NEVER BE SMART-ALECKY 


GAIN / 4 
AGAIN; i ه8‎ FM SORRY MABEL - 
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E رهم‎ HA ۸ OKAY KID) f 
FORGIVE Ya! Go GETCI SHIRT 
oN,'N' WELL BE 60۱ AFTER 
PERFUME / 


LATER  LeoK, KID, WHAT We're ኑ- 

DOIN’ ISN'T REA SO BAD | 
WERE NOT HURTIN' ANYBODY / 
۱۵8۵۵94۲5 _GONNA MISS عم‎ ۴ 

NASOTLE 6 PERFUME / : 


ناو 1 : 


7 


一 一 一 -一 一 一 一 
BESIDES, ۷١ GOTA TAKE. رت‎ CET IN! CAUGHT mr هې‎ 
۸۲۷۲۲ ۷ cad GET IN THIS WORRY ABOUT / 1 
WORLD / v LEARNER TMT ዬኦዩኒሣ/ . MIS PLACE SE 

Y TW Soonem Y wise up T' TT 1|| = 
A FACT TW BETER OFF ዛሬህ'ፌ BEI KS 


ከው ` 


NOW HERES WHAT Y OO... 
LISTEN CAREFVUN U GO IN THERE 
TAA FIND ۲ COSMETICS SECTION. n, 
` تع‎ N' KNOW WMT PERFUME BOTTLES 
Leon LIKE, مت‎ TCA? WEIL, 
MAKE SURE NONE OF TW SALES - 
GIRLS ARE WATCHIN ۰ 


BYT DON'T LOOK TOO SUSPICIOUS., 
WHISTLE OR HUM OR SOMETHIN’, 
DONT LOOK LIKE YOU'RE <TEALIN' | 
sONEMIN'... PICK Up TWO BOTTLES o' 
PER FUME... TWO , UNDERSTAND 2 

STICK OWE معن نہ‎ pomer ዛዙ እ m 
OMAR ONE BACK... Y Got THAT? ¥ GOT 
ላ" IN YER HEAD 2 -SS 


vr T 


—À 


R. Crumb 


Let's SEE, WAT KIND SHOULDA 
GET? SOMETHIN, REAL Good... UM... 
CHANNEL. NUMBER FIVE... SENN, “THAT'S 
REAL GOOD., GET A BOTTLE © 
CANNEL NUMBER EVEL. A SMALL ` 
BOLE“. A BIG ONE کا‎ Too ۷ 


7 A 1 ی‎ 


CASE Ya por KNOW wr ir L‏ ىا 
LOOKS LIME, ዛል SPEU IT c-H-A-N-‏ 
UN... ۵-۸۸ . WEL, YOU,‏ 
GET m UEA, a m‏ 


وو حا میس 


OKb4 ተ GOT ENTRNTHING «STRAIGHT 
| Now 2 FER GOD'S SAKE, DON'T GOOF 
ኣፕ UPS tie BE WATIN RIGHT 
our WERE FOR ۷ 


E uJowT ۴ ۳ 
ህቦ/ + noPé..., 


YA ARN'T GONNA CHICKEN OUT 
ON ME, ARE "A? 


ME CHICKEN OUT 2 
ms ህ39ይ ካፌ BE 
م‎ POSNER, NAGEL ( 
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HAMA... NEEDS ል BT MORE 

SHADING, OoN'TCHA THINK SO, 

MANLOVE 7 ‘SPECAUN AROUND 
HIS ۵ 


1 MIST ADMIT IT HAS ል 
| KIND OF ORIGINALITY 
ABOUT” IT... 


FUNNY ` 
LI? BETH ? 


yev WANT To Kaew WHAT | سے‎ 
FIND So ۸۲۷۶۱۳ ۶ مر‎ FACE 17, مورت‎ A 
WELL, (ir TELL youl... IT'S “THAT MULLIGAN HAS ሎሪ ری‎ M دم‎ 
ክቆለዘ፣?/ሁ THAT MISS MULLIGAN ل٢‎ 00۶ m ہیا ہی‎ m 
FINISHED ¡TS DEPLORABLE! IT'S So O MULLICAN HAS TALENT ۰ 


AWEUL IT'S FUNWY..... WELL... EVERYBOO7 
WHAT iT ور‎ $e 9 


BH, SHUT cren. IN My SAYING ITa- ۰ 
GIG MOUTH, 


UZ BETH SAID MER PANTIN سب شي‎ በ 

16 ما ایر‎ ae 
WAS AWFUL / WHY DoN'T میس‎ / DON'T GIVE A QGobDAMN W جچہت‎ 
UP FoR SANN ۲ A eme MINKS... SHE ልክ" NO EXPERT 


- 


ል LOUSY ARTIST, KNEW THAT A LONG. 


TOM 
— 


, 
1 
> 


4 j 


YOUR NOT, Mager / IT T. ہے ےہ‎ uer —- 
: ) له‎ HER یہب‎ JEW FRIEND Š 

۱ ني‎ RE F PAR £ ነኛ ነ 

PI መ ee DOESNT ‘UKE MY PAIN rie‏ وه ې 
LOOS JES’ LIKE ME / ee i TING SNE CAN‏ 

/ Li EEE EL 1 هت سم‎ 


مم 


eH /‏ ۷, نا 
THANKS, KIB /‏ 
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JM A JEWISH WOMAN AND | Añ ^ 
PRVO ¿E IT AND I'VE GoT 

GOOD REASON To BE... . ۶ AND ۴ 
MISS MULLIGAN ConTINVES To maná 
DEROGATORY REMARKS ABOUT My 
RACIAL ۷۶۸۴4۲۱٣6 SHE'S GOING To 
GET INTO PLENTY TROUBLE ! 


IF YoU boi" UKE ولع مم‎ የኦ NINE 
NA KIN co TA HL, NA UTLE م لمع ل‎ 


| AM NOT AT ALL AELUCTANT 
To ADMIT DATE, ISA 
EAT DEAL OF JEWI 

rn. PLOWING ۳ 
1) My VEINS... THE FACT OF 
THE MATTER ضط گا‎ 

2۸ 9۵ Of | ۰ 4 8 
PID veu KNOW THAT THE 


AHH / more 
Yov ۲ 


- WOALD AMÉ JEWISH 
WOMEN_..... | THE 7 
OF THE WoRLD's INTELLIGENT 
AND TALENTED women ARE 
MEMBERS ዐይ THE VEWISH 
RACE... THAT'S AN AUTHENTICATED 
FACT--- STUPID! THA a. 6060 
AMD CONSCIENTIOUS WIVES - 
MOTHERS ARE To BE Found Y 
መነ AMING VEWISH WOMEN... | 


ہا MORE‏ ماه IF | PUT A‏ جج 
RED IN HIS FACE. THINK HIS CHIN‏ 
SHOUD $E P ume BIETER TOO...‏ 


KUN, MANLOVE 2 AND... ኒ::ፒ 


AA HEU 7۸ VAT DAN 
Little JEW is RIGHT... 


: © ስ ኡ፦-ዴፍሬጩማ  — متس ټیټ | ›” چب سو د‎ ee P 
NUTS ۲ PAINTING |, SOME People Cimon) KERD با‎ SHOW YA WM 
ARE ARTISTS ‘N' SOME AREN'T... ` OMEA 
1 WAS GETTIN’ GORED WITH رکا‎ ANNWAY,, عو ری‎ | 


MEE. ۱ KIN THINK OF BETTER WANS 
C SPEND ۳ DAN. جرا‎ 


“ርር” 


[2 


R. Crumb 


| ነ 
oM! USTEN! ١ ow HEAR HER 
yace! SHE'S IN "WERE / I 
LONT WAIT ANOTHER second’ 


GOING 18 / P5: ጠነ: 


PROTZ e CAT 


IN OUR LAST EXEITING, SUSFENSENLED 
8የ(5265 WE LEFT FRITZ STANDING ON 
THE TURCS"U-HoLD OF HIS MEETNG WITH 
THE GREAT SINGEN ANd FAMOUS ENER- 
TANMENT PERSONALITY Miss DELLA PUSSY- 
WILOWY. NG MAS MANAGED, MROVGH 
TAE WITS, OF HIS FRIEND, FUZZY ME 8UN- 
NN, To GET INTO mE BALK-STAGE ENTRANCE! 


7 HUH? WHATAYA MEAN / USTEN, YoU MAD | [ኣካ ME! OBSTACLES / SUSE ME, 
' NO" ۱۷۵ ورمج‎ ህ 5 ORSCACLES! AUA TIME ےہ‎ PLEE2 -.. 
ر سا هع‎ NOV JUST ORSTACLES/ ۷۵۷ CAN'T), — 2 


CAN'T BARGE IN €NEN LOVE In 5 
UKE THT! አጨ WARLD. TOO NY 
YOU. SUCCEED M OBSTACLES // 
DOING IS WORKING باس‎ 
HER INTO ል لع کشم‎ 
DONT Noo SEE? 


-- — 


YEH FROM SOME . 
RICH GUNS / بلعم‎ ALL 
NNA GET fi LAN FROM 
MISS PUSSYWILLOW J pm | 
HYUK HYUK 7 


ZAD 


7 x, 
(22, ኣነ 
ee | 
P uu 


WHO, PRITHEE, ARE peu s RY 80M >7 
NOV? oo gor FLOWERS FOR Mi 
PUSSY wi Uo ۰ 3 


13 
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FER A QUARTER? | SAN, Woka A HOLD MESE A Mi) 


USTEN, You Gor CHANGE (( V OH SURE! ANYTIME, BUDDY... 
د‎ MaKe ^ سوک‎ ure PAL 2 


TEA MOU WAST... tiu GIVE. 
Da ጨር. ٩ ምአ YoU Au THIS AND You CAN 
0 DE ME ۶ TKI ^ 
کی‎ ae ee en CENTS, ona ያከ E 
S N e 2 
\ SOME PENNIES / M ps These HOH? OHM. N: 
. ADDRESS ARDS / GYM ER THIRTY = 
[/ 6 ۱ ۰ 
መመ (ANA... SwAM, ۱ 
GUESS $0... 


NON YoU CIVE ME BACK 


E. No. WAT u MEA I sua. 
THE QUARTER AND Vù Give ` i | 
«OV TWO CENTS سم‎ MIR - OWE ላ5ህ SEVEN CENTS/ 


e£. eu > l NE NOW is THESE 
۹ 1 DON 
[QUARTER ND NICKELS... MERE,, 


M09 "TAKE mis NICHEL ا‎ 
AMAT d EL 


\ roar, kl 6 ١ ] | ALREADY SAVE 
1 THESE 46 | ፃ6ሠ›-- at . 
š ۱ لا‎ J H ። | HERES Y io 


R. Crumb 


M-MISS PUSSY WILLOW/ [ 
' OM... FLOWERS <, HOW NICE.. oM. PUT 
pues tem RIGHT OVER THERE WILL V 4 
HONEN 2 omm 


AI, YoU DON'T UNDERSTAND, MISS PUSSYWIL - 

Low ESE ۳ كماع مس‎ ARE ^ GIFT E 
ME! A TOKEN OF M4 ::.፡ ኤኬ... Ur uM. 

ON, REAUX? HON ሽቃ( 

he (g) E 


O 
gel 


ር 2 
! S Ru f 
Tg epee مھ ازج‎ Sal -7 
peni i=l Ay ا‎ . 7 ራ EX 
1 7 pay Soep کش‎ ር سي‎ ER اص‎ š 
H,LoVRUA CREATURE/ GODDESS oF ات‎ GCT mose N - 
3 e VIRGIN FORESTS, 15 3 ኞኞ نه‎ DELLA! ee FOR i 
WITHOUT YGU IS SHEER TORTURE! ; 
ع‎ CANNOT GO oN YhoUT.... 
W 60D / WHAT IS 
1 | N fon PLEASE miss Pussy- 
This? ARG: YW ۶ مود‎ ou Munt 
LISTEN To NN AEA’ 
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UM,.. ven’ 
ma's OKAYS 
N 


hu EXCEPT roe. ۷ 

(HERE 5 YOUR COFFEE, MiSs 

| DELA? WANT ANYTHING 
ase? 


Mou DON'T 
REALIZE now 


— 


— a 


ns 5 " د‎ 
Uu BE DOWN _) : 


Fac j . ل«‎ ; 
co ٢۷000 سک‎ 68 
رعمویں‎ TL You Ab FORM. 
SATIRDAN ， 
zi MA $Y -) 6 


— ے۔‎ S: 


١ DIDNT cau ANY ELECTRICIAN? 
MUSTA BEEN TH STAGE MANAGER,.. 
HEY, wair? Ths LIGHT IN HERE. 


{ 


مت پک 
y የላ!52‏ 


feotstooL ER 
mo AN 


TEU THEM T0 SEND over... OM ..WAIT, .. 
NEM, NEH? MASH? CoVD ۷ CET ME A 
Y TOMATO: ME... WITH PEPPERS /, AND... 
一 一 (LNRGE OR 7۸۵۱۲۰ 


fl NEED SOME NEW ID 


~ 


ئ 


MSI PISMWILLOW / CAN ١ TALK 
<o 409 ABOUT MESE NEW ROUTINES > 


fi CANT SCE YA Te 


١ SATURDAY,,.; GOT A 


۷ 


CAV 


AGA 

E 

O 

EN‏ د 


M 1 


wi 
ድ- 


f^ BOSS SAID NTT TU 
CAC. come EAU جوم‎ YU 
INTERN: OW / 


Ne 2 
2 


۷۵ STILL, MISS 


R. Crumb 


HEM, ‘POUR ROYAL FAT-ASS/ me) 


PLEASE, ۵5 
دنام‎ ۰ 
How CAN | BE 
ANGUS UKE ۶ 


7 - 


-tO 

LOVE FOR YO. WATS > 
OB. 1 "oL ST 0709 
(Kiser ره‎ 

۸ NE 7 


v 
٢ c? 
ریز‎ ፈው) 
> 
3) 


: ٩ TERN Be m] 
MISS PUSSYW'LLOW, You CAN'T Do THIS To E 
ME/ DON'T YOU REALIZE THAT IM OESPER- 
ME? 1 CAN'T 60 ON WITHOUT You... 
MTY WAIT! WAT/ سبحم‎ 


DEST ONS NZ 
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Net MY ALL-coNSUMING PASSION MEAN y l 
/ ...لا‎ TO NOU? l CAN'T GO on W1 THo ur” You CAN r ` NOU. JUST. CANE, 


DIE or A BROKEN HEART?‏ سا یل 
ONI YoU CAN SANE ME FROM UTTER DESOLA—‏ | 


N TION WI — 


DAMN cevb - HEARTED, EGOXIST CAL, 
| SNOOTY ۰۵5 رع‎ ARTIFICIAL, PHONY DAME / 
u وت چس‎ - 
` # 


| 
| 
" 


| 
| 


ms wis Lous snowWsusiness Y ۱ ۱ 
THAT'S TURNED HER HERI TO GRANITE! MS STINKIN’ BUSINESS IS ENOUGH TO 


PEOPLE ALNAS PESTERING NER... CUR) A BUTTERFLY INTO A BANANA PEEL! 
PRESSU eSSURE / TIME / ENOUGH TO TURN A ROSE INTO A 
1 u 5 GARBAGE CAN / A. A CLOUD INTO م‎ 


SINGER? YOU WANNA BE A PART ይዩ STUPID KID / . Y, ۱ | 
TS ټوو‎ HORRIBLE MESS > ^ DOPE / WT A ۵۵۵ MISERABLE 


SAR! WHAT A GULIBUE,NSSURD ፡ 
FEATHER IN TME WIND / WHT A... 


AH.. UM SORRY... | 
BUMG NOU. wt WERE ROTH 
( , SNIE.. DISS ILLUS IONE «4, T6060, WAS 
AN كد‎ SAID NANE- SNIFF. 1 LOVED WHAT 
[...soB... 7۲۳۵۵6۳۲۲ SAE. WAS. . 


a تن‎ 
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WL WHIMPER > SNIFF .. M-MY NAME |7 GABRIELE... ۱ 
و‎ ume apa ee تسس‎ -. - 


9 ور‎ 90 SOB SOB ٦ 


M RT 


N ሠ” 


ACTUALLY CABRIELUE .\ 
M! NAME IS FATZ.. ) 


۳ SNE Up THIS CEST FoR 

AEN SABR ELLE — 409 MUST CAST >‏ م 

We ^r ANAT PNO Forser IT. 2 

— — GUEST You'Re نه‎ 
کو ہی‎ TERO. 


> 7 dm 
۱ - t 


J LISTEN, CHILO” | ONCE WANTED 
/ ج۸ېېم‎ ! ONCE DESIRED IT PASSION - 
| ልፒፎርዛ/ ١ WANTED TO GO DOWN IN 
|, ٢ ۳۵864 ALONG wim ይዚ THE OTHER 
i} SEA 5 ۱ WANTED M BE IMMORTAL 
[25 THOSE WHO LIVE AFTER ME. | 


SPISE "LL ህህ5ፕ BE A 


I 


me 


cima ووو‎ NO NO Ne ٦ 
—— o . P 


| | LONGED “< BECOME A MAME اعورع‎ cr ۵ نہ‎ 


| እ ሠ! KNOW.. A በዘዕ6ህ5ዬኮሪዕዬኔሮው MORD تت‎ 
د‎ Tf 
| 5 | 


እር 3 
| 
| 


R. Crumb 


/ 607 NOW UM OLDER AND WISER. 
"SES "ME FUTILITY AND Si RP تم‎ 
98 OF FAME. LOOK pt كز‎ TMS WAN DEAR 
FRESH AND INNOCENT BLOSSOM عم‎ SPRING, 
iNOS GONNA CARE IN SITY RION 
I دن حم کر‎ 7٦ 


youu SEE 


7 50۹ ٣۸ wi CHILD, WHEN YOU RE ር. سا‎ A سس‎ 


PAT ۱ MEAN 7 ~ 1 
SEE اا 1 ر‎ 1 aor sowy if 

wish ۵ STOP CALLING ሪህ ARE AT THAT 

| ME A CHILD / وسلا‎ — ` 


WHAT ARE WE WAITING FORD j 
TIME 16 FLING $Y Faser 
TAN ME SPEED of LIGHT, 
DEAREST GABRIELLE... سم‎ 


--- 7 ዘለ HA m ١ 


ED.‏ توت 


کے کن برس === 


iI LIFE ts SWEET 


P | 


™ ار‎ 
ڈراہ‎ ኣክ) ~ 
5 کت‎ 
= 一 
SS 
ےتک سے سے ہے‎ 
-一 一 -一 一 一 


` aa nn en 
7 


21 
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2 wow, CABRIELLE, SINCE LOVE HAS 
DM TIED OS — , —X A 
KNOW EVERXTHING ABOUT AND AS 
WE WALK ALONG EN ME بو‎ HERE 
«QU MUST powe عيرم‎ EMERM SECRET MAT (ፍ 
LOCKED IN NOUR INNOCENT UME GIRL 4 
HEART ANB | wiu IEL You ۳ 


|. 117 1 
a 

اپ و 

HEN WE LAST AWN ouR ۳ 

HE WAS FLoA TG AMONGST THE PINK 


CLOUDS oe SWEET NEW-BORN LOVE. THE 


RELOVES OBJECT: P FRESHLI-GLOSSOMED 
NONG کے‎ NAMED GABRIELLE 


WL GEE (ኮላ A GIRLZ 
WATS Au ! KNOW / ና 


To. REVEAL YOUR, WHOLE 
SELF To ME, SWEET FLOWER. 
CNERNTHING Yu TELL ME 
Witt MAKE ME LOVE You 
T MORE / OUT WITH iT یع‎ 


f YoU ورم‎ BE AFRAID 


UH, | URE TA 7 


Ye 一 OKAN.. HERE GOES... 
VIANNA YEAR ME SING سور‎ 


NEVA WELLUN AN “ሪ MILE BAAS 


‘onli ی‎ - u YOU w UTE 
Nk OF L. ዣ NN APM you ad A u 


۱ ۵7۳۸ "T" pe: BABA ለካ 
ANYTHING Mone Y ۱ 


DELIGHTFUL ./ 


R. Crumb 


Cu UH »سه‎ Kn M GLAMUD NO) M) یح‎ 5 
E "V on BARBA ۸٨ መ” You MM GABRIELLE ./ HOW 
ال‎ UTTLE BABA YAM لادلا‎ UM GUNUD | | UWERLY SWEET / HOW 
Jim وہ‎ LITTLE BABA (^ ዒዶ'ቂህይ p سكي نا‎ 0 
رنہ يه‎ LIVE BABA i rt) TEST) qo ۰ 
j 7 一 | [so UNCORRIPTED BY 
TRAINING 2 


TA PE == 
ጋጀ 
qa 


GAD NA UKE M SINGING / 
mar WAS “PA WoO W PRAGA — BRA h... ud > 
Ta MM once AN HE SENT Me A PeR- | NIY SHEER cestacy f 
| IMU Love AND ال‎ 7 


۱ It pe + j 
AAAS SAS 
GET UP, ۳۳۵۲2۲ ۷٧ FOS Wil سا‎ 


M لان‎ NDX. 1ፐ'5 
BE WORRIED/ 


| u. ME ON, 
" 1 tate / 1 Got TO RE HoME 
: Pr 


6 


SAOOL ? NIGHT ያ 
NMT NONSENSE 
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Wwe, | ۳ 
To BE GOING, 
FRITZ! ۶ 


sten ABRE. V 
do YOU HEAR THAT SWEET 
Sort Wusic comió FROM 
HEAVEN 2 یک‎ PERVARES 
ENEANTHING!S کا‎ (us THE 
بيرج‎ AND THE TREES / 


WELL, | wWoULON'T LET YN / ا‎ 
Yol HEAR? Yo NEVER LEAVE 
ME STRANGEpD / lw Sticke T'ou UKE 
PASTE / You. NEVER SEX OUT OF ام‎ 
NO tNDEED / 


GAD, ME COVEN W کی‎ ٤٩ 


ME TO “THINK. ጋዮ GU. SLANANG AWAY 
NL ONE OF TTHOSE HORRID PLACES 


TEM CAU TR عم‎ EARNING" o. 


ITT VER S\CKENS ME / 


MATE ۳ 


7 - 
WEY هیر‎ SLE, IN اه‎ 7 YOU WERE ۱۵۵۱ 
ee Ure PU: WEREN'T REAUM GONNA Š, 


` AME AWAN -AND.LEAVE NE LAYING THERE j 
M 7 gets ON THE جام‎ GROUND, WERE € 
ERE 7 


You? HUN ? 


WHAT'S AK THIS TALK ABOUT بر‎ 
AND FOLKS AND ليوف موم‎ AND TERVER 
VING AND ءءء‎ 
DIDN'T ١ TEL ۶ 
VM P JUNIOR IN 


1601 ہ5‎ DOL / BUT ! 
NEVER ‘SAID ANNTAING | 


م٨‎ MM POOR GABRIELLE.“ PoR SWEET 
INNOCENT VICTIM OF Forces ٥ 


UFE AWAY WITM suPD BOOKS TESTS E 
| WHEN نب‎ COULD BE OUT Haie y THE 


WORLD WIM YOUR LoviNG AND GENTLE... 
O^! (T'S SAD, GABRIELE! [ና RENDS 


R. Crumb 


ris SAD ALRIGHT نمه‎ 606۲۸ SEE 
THE Lousy GRACES 


۱ I GET) HEH ۰ 
WELL, come ON دا‎ SHOW YA ۶ 
ሜ 


oM, SOMETIMES / ۷ CAN'T PASS كتعاس‎ M' 
GET GOOD ی‎ MANSW ኦ፤ 1 WANNA 
CET A oo. AS N S ٢ 
۱ AVÊ ما‎ You XN MEET MY FOLKS. سس سس کت‎ p سد‎ ዛክ 
۱ HOPE You سوه #الامم‎ ' 
WORRY ABOUT IT. 
GRADES AN A 


۱ زو دخ الست‎ FOR AWHILE COULDN'T 
STAND IT, M Au TEN bo ی‎ TRH TD 
CRAN VOVA MERD. FUL OF USELESS ۰ ME GODS] WHE PICKET 
pad! WHO NEEDS IT, ı ToLb ‘emf? MEM AAA - 
WA HA... BIG 6ዮ THEM TO 00 
ME mt FAVOR... TY 5 


1 FENCE, هعم‎ 5١۷۳۲۸۷۰ . 
Es |د‎ WE WORKS / ጊ 
መ | 


yes, MY LOVE, ONE ANE امہ‎ WHILE (1 ا٣ سا‎ WA LAST BRENT. BEFORE CONG DOWN IN 

ME SUN SHONE [BRIGHTLY IX ME GREAT “MIS DISMAL, OCEAN, | ۱۵0۷۵۵ OUT AT THE 
SKY OUTSIDE THE DINGY WINDOWS OF 

ME $OWcOLROOM | | FOUND nus OROWN- 

ING, ves T IN ል 25 OF MEANNGLESS NUM- 

BERS ونيم‎ PND SIGNS AN 

AND AL SUCH NONSENÍE 


SUN AND THE SKY AND LEAPED». 
P (۵۲5 


| LEAPED RIGHT OUT OF ከቱጽ یکم‎ 
DESK, “ፈዩህሠህ 


GY DAMN, 
ERAGLE < 
DOWN MM PENCIL AND NM BOOK, ب‎ 
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۸1 AND Ran TO “WË TEACHER, vho WAS ١ ... ۰۲۷۲۷۲ GFE ú ኖር eme ULM Mohr AND 
REALUNG OFF ALOT OF wr GIBBERISH AND ME SUN IS SHINING AND “HE SM ا‎ 
PUTIN EVERYONE TO SLEEP ,..: RAN من‎ TD 1 p መዬ AND POR HEAVEN'S sake Let's BO 
| ገክ15 PREARY CREATURE, CRABBED UM BN SOMETHING ho LT, AND IN A همرم‎ RAGE 
xG terum جو‎ HIS CONT, AND, SHAKING ዘ በላ | ۱۰ THREW, BOOS AND PAPERS IN ALL 
E bu. MIGAT, SCREAMED IN His € ۱ DIRECTIONS AND PUSHED OVER ል FEN DESKS 

E TWA IT WAS ALL FOR NOMING.. | PY [AND جم‎ ል WORLD OBE OUT THE ۷۲۰ 


TE ۶ > rd f Ma ë 2 
| A 0 Ç 
| ፡ 43 3 o - 
Ñ P Pu 
ነ 


2 


va 72 እ 
[[[ S we wee’ y P, N esa به‎ 
یچ‎ 7 N 

=a || 

ye 


IP 


ረ52 a 


M k'a, d 
|/ ^ AFTER |! TOLD THEM ግፍፕ سس يجو‎ 
> 


— عدم اع 


W! DAD yH. FRITZ, TS وا‎ MJ 
FATHER. BAB, 10 UKE WTA (UH MELO. 


MEET "M BOYFRIEND, FRITZ». 
سن‎ EABRIEME, 


HOW nes ህይ በይ”. بوم‎ DRAGGED 
NIUE T'MEEY ۰ ME مل‎ BEFORE 
T ë ሕ BUNCH of OLD 
FOSSILS CALvE D 
ME “BOARD OF 


ete 


WERE NOTHING RUT A puNCM OF مره‎ 
SAMS OF EXCREMENT uno DIDA'T HAVE به‎ 
AN IDEA WHAT A BUNCH OF ASSININE FUOLE - 
MEN WERE MEM DECIDED WAT MY CYPELL J 
MENT WOULD BE sr CONVENIENT FoR ALL A 
CONCERNED: MAR. MAR 


۷ 
` `à x c 
"e GAD O © 


HEAR TEIR DECISION... y THREW THEM ALL از‎ 
SOME KISSES AS | LECT. NEVER TO 
RETURN... MA H^. زب ت‎ 
AHEM... 


Wis NEARY vy 


ቺቺ Dieu? ——— 
8152 Mev SUUM Faw, ۱ N 


SL FATHER WANTS TO 


1 SPARE MANOS with 


26 


WELL, DRM V ٤ wet WANTS ' 
T አአ ۷۹۵ ırts ME 
ቁ | وبري‎ mins INE EVER 
HEARD 6ዩ. - 


miS SHAVING HANDS i$ FOR THE 
BIRDS / FOR Wo TOTAL STRANGERS 
O po IT AS VITCRIN scoPiD/ UNLESS 


You HAPPEN To BE A FANATICAL LOVER ረ! 


> of ጾኤ THE CREATURES IN THE UNIVERSE. 
AND IN MAT CASE, LIKE | SM, A HUG OR 
Pr KISS iS INGINITEDA MORE  ENJIMABLE.. 


ሠ” 


ፍፌ- _ — — 


Pr. HELO! MELO! YOU'RE NOT 
NEAR. AS جم‎ AS YOUR DAUGHTER, 
gut YoU HAVE ۷ UNENING GRATIIUDE: 


fom PRODUCING me DEAR ېا‎ ro 


R. Crumb 


FACE VT, IT'S BARBARIC, I$ '‏ ومو 
,IT BELONGS 12 mE STONE‏ ۴6۱۸۱۳۷۶ 
POES: I NOV bour TO SHOW AFFECTION,‏ 
CAN CERTAINLY SUGGEST SEVERAL.‏ | 
QETER WAS OF SHOWING IT / COULD .‏ 
OR YOU COULD KRISS.. Go ۴‏ 6 رم 


[sab FEEL WARM TOWARD ANOTHER SOUL, 


od MINT PS WEL SHON IT im SOME DE 


—ts 
کے‎ ፀፓ M^ SURE YOU ۵0۲ Love ME ہے‎ 
( AND MERES NO DOUBT IN MY MIND ኣይዕሠፐ ) 
\ MN FEELANOS TOWARD You... = 


E s FRITZ mS 155 
سم‎ 


541... You Sp HOME. 


— Ə5.u ጠ 


SN, SON, WHAT Do NOV DO WIM 


NoURSEVF Tu MM FovL ON SEE, 
۱۷ COMPLETELY GIVEN NYSE 
OVER TO GABRIELE! VM HERS 
To DO win WAT EVER SHE 


PASES. ; 
- S 


۳ 
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< سک 


Er ner وړو‎ TIWT ISN'T WHAT 1 
mean: oc ዛውህ Un, الا‎ BN T ME 
ል WWUTE, Wie YA, SON + 


۸۵۷ ,, . يما‎ ۷۷۳۲۸۴٣ AYA WANT? 

7 تیر‎ To ME JUST FOR ል MINUTE, WIUIDIA 
لم‎ ን PLEASE 

Sen ገ z w OKAN ۷ن‎ ,۵۸ 


[nmm ہے 22 گ کس‎ 
۰۱ WANT “TD KNOWN 5 
ABOUT You / WAAT 5 YoU bo? 55 1 
Nol GO To SCHOOL, oP- bo You HAVE A | 
JOB?" WHAT CAREER bo YOU PLAN | 
To TAKE Uf SON 2 - 


GOLLY OM SIR TO Teu. زان پا‎ THG x ES 
(Geum VE BEEN HAVING ONE HECK OF ስ ` 
! መዊ of TROUBLE DECIDING ON ል yocATION 
<o PURSUE, BO YOU HAVE ANY ۶ 
WWICA YOU COULD GIVE ME To HELP ME 
GET START Eb ON THE LONG HARO ROAD 
AD CHES BEMOND MY WILDEST ከክርሎሲ5 | 
ANO FINANCIAL SECOR TY IN MY OLD ል 51 ) 


Vt. Vus TEN) Y وح‎ . 
Gon, ۰ š "ER 
جح‎ 


PL BE MAKING FORWARD SMIDES 
ENTRN GAY. NY MND WIL NEVER BE 
D INANE. EVERY MINUTE oF EVERN HOUR > 
ML BE SCHEMING UP NEW WAYS TO MULTIPLY 
NN ASSETS / Al THROUGH TO POWER OF 
POSTIVE THINKING,» FREE ENTERPRISE ^ 
AND THE GOLDEN RULE AND 
R wit AND BLUE / 


OH VES/ VES? PLEASE TEM ME, SIRI 
Yes PLEASE 55/ THIS WAY ቤዬ THE 
TIRNING POINT IN MY LIFE, ME BEGINNING 


DAMS WORK / መጪ up 
“THAT'S JUST و ` )ابس‎ 


2 


R. Crumb 


SWAN TOS ME KIND OF TALK | TOUR "SOUND k | 
UKE To MERA! FROM p YONG MAN / SOME OF M (DEAS SOUND K LITLE N 
i 5 CRAH TO ME, THOUGH, BUT ULL GET 
NOUWE SOT SPUNK, SON/ NoUNE GOT NER THAT... OUST A STAGE... AND £ 
مې‎ IT TAKES TO MANE THE 6 1 CAN see “HAT YORE READY To MOVE 
FORWARD STEP ۶ 8اک6ع‎ | peg IN AND START ROWING ALONG IN SYME 
p € | GOOD SOUNDS WUSINESS ... 


(EP? JUST LET ME 
۹ STRAIGHTEN NY 
ዘጠ ہم یہ‎ pur oN 

NY HORA -RINMED ۱‏ | ڑا 
GUASSES AND "IM `‏ 
i Ser FOR Acnod f‏ 


NON "LL TEM NOV) SON... LOOK HERE, | 
NM ۱۷ A BUSINESS THAT'S 6 "i THIS 15 A YOUNG COMPANY, SON. 
MERD ENERY DAN / “HERE'S x REAL gust BEGINNING Yo FEEL \TS MUS یو‎ 
FUTURE IN TMS BUSINESS SON, AND "LL ٢ MERES PLENTY OF ONCE የሀዩ. ۸۷۵ 
“Eu Yol NOUU. BE smart ጥዩ GET IN oN NENT FOR ANT AMBITIOUS YOUNG MAN. 
"ME GROUND FLOOR... : 


TS AEROSOL INDUSTRN 13 ۵ 

CRON 96 AND IT'S solle TO GROW FAST / 
NHN) LOOK, SIN / ME SWS WHO GOT IN ow 
gust TWO TEARS AGO ARE 86 EXEQUT ار که‎ 


can‏ می و 
TNE SOME WHIPPED‏ تت ር‏ 
CREAM, GARRAEUE::‏ 
nee nee...‏ 


ha 
ILS 
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HEM, WWAT ARE YOU. DONG 7 LISTEN, 
çoN/ DONT PUAN WITH THOSE / ۸ 
TRYING TO GIVE YOU SOME GooD SeUND 


CE / YoU SMART-ALECIC!‏ الام 
FOR. TW ./‏ 


p روپ‎ OUGHT To TASTE "mis 
STUFF, POP, IT'S Remus GOOD / 


۸۸۸۷۷۸۸۰۱۷۷۸۸ quM / for ND FRITZ) 
ይጨ 


WHOSE ۸‏ / »سم 
wre MR! ٢ 7 _eoy, HANE we‏ 
٣۱ MOMEST‏ ۰۷۵ 
Gob 2‏ °<“ 
۷ 


SON, ARE YOU TRYING <o MAKE ል 
Fool ƏT DE ME? \ ONT APPREC- 
IATE THis, FELLA / a ۱ 


WE GAD! HEY, This STUFF 


NO ‘BAM TALK From) 


` ٢ HA 1 NOW You! VE 
= DONE ıT/ : 


EE HEE HEE / ۱۷۶ GOTA GET 
INTO "Mis BUSINESS / LoOK HOW 
Goo MM AIM Isu ۱۷ GOT REAL 

POTENTIAL | I Ete?‏ اسب 

; ۹ 


< 
& 


= 
ፕ ያ 
መጨ — 1 TE 


$ 2 


مات 


` 


— u DROWNED, PROBABW I "n, 
"E smu ህዬ DANKE, Mi < TRAGIC / BUT "MEM, AT LEAST 
AS IN ME MIOST OF HIS ANN Ber - 


R. Crumb 


J 
%ኙ#ሁዕ5) 


— a 


CARRIEWE, ህዚ eR j ው > 88 
- aa] eH! WHERE'S IN WRITE WIIPPED- CREAM.. 


pi MX ۵ ۰ BUT KSS ME, DEAR GABRIELE, ኣሣቨ کا‎ 
NE FLOAT «AMONGST THESE که ‌لامے‎ 


FALLEN ROM HEAVEN / 


“ለ 


f ٦ را‎ 
E i EC. : می‎ | 
OS 


— 
۱ 


: GET ee 12 E our 2 
- 2 رود‎ RE SICK / Some ل‎ p ' 
HOPE... so GOD ሠል. UDUR HEAD 1 our! مھ‎ | 
Sce youre 5፡1 ኤ፦ Cem t € AND LOVING, > *» i 

ይዬ, SIR a: J Au ELSE کا‎ TREASON, 

= aR oow( 49) SEE THE BE 
۱ h^ 3 Ww هس‎ THIS DS 


( 
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/ çet me HELL OUT / T COME BACK | 
لت پوس هه‎ | ን? 
X. / / 1 اسم‎ በሸ am mis — ې ې سا‎ 
| EAM کا‎ BE- — ET 7 
| ۷ و پ سي‎ — x A “ረመ : 
| : 7ء‎ ; LAA : 
à |i Cw کسر‎ š 


Men ۳ | کت‎ 
3 ka ھ2‎ Nr *”' 
7 / 


v 1 
- y. Li |” 
ከ. as = JU 
— ኒ 
cd 
x 
eee iiss :ہت‎ 


8 ww 一 一 一 一 一 ~ 一 一 一 


| 
24... SOB SOB... 68۵۵۷ ۶ FORGIDDEN 
ME TD EVER SEE MO AGAIN FRITZ ا‎ 
what Wik ١ bo NOW / -— 


| | -T 59پ‎ 
T) 


WA. PLEASE ooN T cry. 0۱م‎ IT 
۲ BREAKS MY HEART! LISTEN, SWEET ONE, 
RUN ANN WITH ME ۲ MS puc 1S 
NOTHING BUT NG beati / COME WITH 
| THÉ BRM AND 55% EVERYTHING AND COME 
می‎ UNDERSTAND WHAT IT مام‎ MERNS / 


አፌ MY FAYET / PLEASE‏ : رم 
FORSNE Mg. ON You‏ 
_FIND IT IN YOR ERRI? '‏ 


hes 


4 ہک ہم متا ب مر በሸ 二‏ وتسم cii‏ 
Led e.‏ 


RUN AWAN? on ۰ l... 
TAS AS MM HOME... ۸۷ MOTHER. نیا‎ 
FATHER AND... TBR BILE, WM DEAR / 
mis LIFE YoU ARE LEADING 
کا‎ “(65 nT FIT BOR AN ANT / 
WHILE You'Re STILL YOUNG You MUST 
COME wi ME, BEFORE HP 
Mm ovTRID ۱۸م‎ ۶۰ 
CEASENS “ርህ 700 ^ 


= iT ው MS 
aA- ALRIGHT FRITZ. "ኤፌ Co WITH 
) E و رس سس ار‎ 
f on CABRIEWE, | LOVE You |! 

+ GE RISMT Back ‚Mi DEAR, 
NIM A LADDER, TO GET YOU ۳ 
OF THAT DREARY PRISON... سا‎ 


€ v Lost 4 [912 DOESN 1 ARIT 


R. Crumb 


DECEMBER 1962. NUMBER TWENTY-NINE 


— — 61696110096 — 


| efte wine QG by = Crumb 


سم شش ںہ 


Š Tr ۹۵ ዜ REMEMBER |/ REJOICE) MY LOVE! FOR چو‎ gur FIRST, ۱ MUST facic WY MEAGRE 


THE LAST TIME WE || | Shau RETURN WITH THE BELONG WBS... THOSE PEN NECPSS NES THAT 
SAW OUR HERO, Kids, [KEY TO ONS UNDREAMED or | هیده هم‎ IN M' ዕጩ ال‎ eon MI 


4 ونج‎ ٤٨ BUDS AND MW INDIAN BANK AND TAE Aragon FAD 2 


HE ws MUT To” y 1 - 

RESCUE. me 6ዬኦህፕ! - 19 ۳۳۲ ۰ 3 W ኑ MU OWN DEAR DEAD MOTHERS NECK Mb MY و عع مه‎ 
FUL YOUNS CABRIEUE 7 P PROM BARBER COLLEGE AND OTHER SU b 
FROM THE ا0ی با | - ته‎ NEVER 00 Vi Thor? AS- 

OF ENIL— LET'S LOOK 3 

۱ ON ME ۳6۷۸۱۳۲٢۸۸۵۵ 

۷۵۲۷ AND SEE 
° JOST Wier” BAILA NT 

SCHEME WE [ሀ 

WORKING ON TO 
-SAVE THe SWEET 

MAIDEN / Cou GER, 

VIDS) TS کا‎ Gele TO |^ 
-EA REAL THRI- 

PACKED 6ر6ت‎ 06 You FES 
Ger / AND UUSI WAIT nu. O 

SEE SOME OF THE aD‏ روب 
WE wor,’ 3‏ 5 3 


d 
"m. — 


y 


፦ EA pee Dm መጨው بب ټم‎ — 77 
Ë  ጫዛ/ AND ,THEN GABRIELE AND ١ smu Be PT em ረሬዷ: IS AND L& y 
T څغه‎ FLUNG AWAM ۱١ HE موس سه هاس‎ ብ < MER AccRRSS CESERIS AND LEAD 7 
if ^uo THE مه‎ MED, AND GAGEN YONDER? — أت‎ || Me oc 
f PHO نارح دنه ما‎ CREE AS "ላፍ WINDS ابم‎ THR اہ‎ 
WONDROUS THINGS iie SMow THAT GIRL 7 Ho MOS 
ER کت ارج‎ IGNORANT UTLE MIND HAS NOT CoNCEYED 2 
p GLORIES ١ MAVE IN STORE FOR HER! 2-21 


ግም pec as: ی‎ — 


qe 
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C'WessiR./ UL TRANSFORM THAT DEAR SWEET 

CREAKURE ! ۱۴ T's THE LAST THING | D lu. 
DRAG HER OUT OF HER MURKY MIRE oF BUSH WAH 
! 


O HER. SOARING INTO THE 
BANAT ٭ جه‎ ን AND SHE'LL WORSHIP 


SWEET AR 7 ' 
we ner me WAY! MELU - 
IM KISSES OF HUGE SWELLING 


amen. عم‎ 
هيدات‎ ዛ'ፆዎዬሬ = ፦ኀ 


WHERE bib ١ LEAVE TAT 
ጨመ. THERE'S So MM 
DARAN JUN IN HERE You'd THINK 
“ThE CUN WOULDNT ALLOW لام‎ MANNER 
oF BUMS To ser W MESE PLACES / 


mM... NERE Ur IS... 


-y 2 


— M———— —— ey 


— مس سے سید 


vi -ሙ ብ سيد مان‎ xm ام‎ ım. M ouecnon of Won 
١ REMEMBER TRODGNG powa mesy Vue Y BUR SER ےن‎ POSTCARDS bont NEED ቺ88 
SAME STEPS EARS AGO, CRAMMED IN THE HUGE THOSE ANYMORE... HA ዛለ! SLURP es 

SURP... GOT የላላ OWN REAL عون‎ ONE Now / گلا‎ 


i SOLEMN MoB OF FEUOW LABORERS, co DAN f/f 
MUR DAN T9 We COR HANGER FACTORY... HOW نم ۸۳ہ أل‎ የ... " 2) DIFFERENT WAYS TO COOK La 
| هيوم‎ SEAN THE AO0USEFIA”.. HRM. = 


Eppu SHA ` WAS THEN! WASTING NN NME WORKING 
፡ x š 
EA سس‎ 1 i ¿SE THIS LUTUE VOLUMEN. Menr ٣ ٣ iT oe 


AS‏ رس ریه 


مر 


HMM., L WONDER WHAT THIS 
LUMP Could PessiGU BE... 
— - 


BANS MY FIST DONN ON لډ‎ AND 

کر YoU OUT CLEAN AS ል PANCAKE‏ ېرم 

SINCE | PANE SUCH AN ALL "ENCoOM -‏ لاو 
ከ215, FOR MM FELLOW‏ جا کیم 


D‏ 7 ۵۷۲ ( ان1 
I WELL, tu BE , /‏ 


or Au THE NERVES yl 
^^ ይፍ YoU KNOW THAT | 
Wa HAVE GYERA RAT ልነ A 
PRVDTE OTIZEN TO (Kym! 
I FINOGR Of ANYONE 
WAO BARGES IN ON اس‎ 
Š 
PERSONAL MOUSE AND 


کے سكم $ ግ‏ 


( You title JERK /. Sys 5596 


1 
i 
t 


R. Crumb 
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^ NAS 22 8 


, n 


( 
PNG | 


(wrat? YouR HOJJE AND HOMER 


ሇህ READ, BUDDY ? 
WANT PAVE y ሓቲ 
to Mi የ 
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ኒዋ" ኒዶሮክያ NA É WORKING BUG... WHAT'S , 
Got NO TME TO ARGUE WM LUNARES... UN on, 
GOODNIGHT / 


“ALS smske? እ Os ር 


STARTED 


FIRE... 600D ` 
MES! ۸٨ iT must HAVE 


\TIS SPREADING 


R. Crumb 


2 Goo HEAVENS! WHAT AM AGA gem : 
(Cem یح‎ C ST My =, OH! PLEASE, Gob? 
(SQ ۷ سب وی‎ NR T | SPARE ME PLEASE) 


እኮቫ“---ጉ- ; 
4 ٢ CONI ] y O ን 
1 ( 
AN ہیں تہ‎ 7 ñ ሠ" 
4 : 7 ; 
E / 1 ፍጩ 
! T 
0 
ኣ É ` i ` p 
4 ር و‎ ! 
` 
0 


IN -::ኃ 


FEELS 
Hor CON MERE 
Y\WIONDERFUL To BE SAFE AGAIN IN MOM 
PAMS ہے‎ REM NDS Me / ! MAY ^» 
WEL. FIN Back To THE ARMS or We 
DIVINE ONE (GABRIEUE TO You)... EMPTY - 
KANBCD GUT NOT EMPTY- HERRIE ay ANT 


سس 


ماع وی > 8 ھ 7 
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۳7 دص‎ toc; ው. mer! vu BEN, يم‎ 
STOMPED To A JELY! 1 NN 
ار‎ 2- 


Look AT 
"wt, NIL [9ሀ./ ME 76 SCATIERING / 


OAN/ ) THINK EVERY BONE 
In - هي‎ 5 BUSTED/ ٥ 
BETTeR GET THHEU OTA HERE 
ሐና RE STARTS LICKING 
t 


R. Crumb 


ፊዘዘዛ,.. MOAN GROAN, WWE © THERE'S gue ñ CROWS nere +— 

; WATCHING THIC CONFLAGRATION / MERE, 
SOMEONE WHO Mur WANG Bees IM ME 

٢ ٠ ERE / HAT ۲ ዘላን TO SMM / 
UNBELIEVABLE ， = 

LADIES AND GENTLE- ..ሪሾ588). ا‎ 

| In core, 

nd GABRIELLE / 

UM Coming / 


E `Ë لا‎ " 
` "-— 

^ "a 758 
cC m بحن د‎ 


SR TELL ህሪ, WERE YOU IN THE FIRE? 
WOW ورم‎ YOU MANAGE TO ESCAPE 2 
WHAT DD yo) see? TEL یل‎ se? TEU 


D 1 AE ur a / — 
BEER ه٢ کہ سر هی‎ 5 
Y 1 | ` 4 7 0 I WANT = ۱ | i iL WAS DOWN 

: /\ (eer ovr OF HERE... / -.. | + THE SUBWAY... 


`% ہے‎ a - ጨሬ = 一 
را‎ 


KNOW ABOUT IT,SIR? Where WERE You WHEN 
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“ህብ Vol WERE DONE IN ME SUBWAY! Tears | 
INTERESTING ۸ DD fot SEE THE FIRE WHEN 
IT Starten? 


You STARTED T€ FIRED 
MALE Mes? LEC me ne 
Mi á Go oF ME / لمم‎ 


የ55 ! 51ሮ...1 was ۳ 


8 HM Sag pas 
یح‎ ፍመ Were! TEL Uf, HOW Oin (የ mn) 


۷ ۲ DROPPED A @&NING CANDLE 
ON ል يم‎ OF JUNK ۰ 


. OH, YOU Bid? THAT'S INTERES- 
WERE 


ያ NAT, SIR / DONT LEAVE. WE 
WANT TD KNOW A و و‎ 


۶ 5۱۵ WAH 1 MIWIONS of VIEWERS 
WAY 7 


A StoP سل‎ HG | I Ñ کلاس‎ 
6۸۳۲۶۵ THE’ FIRE HEM ክሬ : ps 3 


— OR Tm FELA t 8 ` 


"Gu. OUR 
VIEWERS Tv GO. 
son. / 
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M. 7 ۸٢ 
لتس‎ 1 
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r 
ያ 
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R. Crumb 


1 ሠር car f 
wWhRAtH oF THE RABBLE / ` E 
ኤበ መች ےک‎ 
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i 


x NP QUA 8 

Mer, ون‎ |] 

o መ. Tru 
Jo 7) x ` 

ne 


ww" 


RON  VUVt aw ME. NAVE OF 


TeT RRISGIN' 7‏ 15 عم ہیں“ 
pig TÀ ۷ TRA TOR / Faz‏ ( 


SMAƏ ns wis THAT 8 
IN و‎ a RUMBUNG 7, 


ሬ 


YA GooD, N 


NINE]‏ کپ 
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HROwJ à 
WEVE Gor T) Fiu OUR HEARTS WIH LOVE 
DONT لها‎ SEE THAT ፖ Ë 


። FOR EACH OTER, 


۱ 
5 | 
<= ር 
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QK To YoU 


FULL. ‘SPEED // . 
Ble / AND MER 


Good LU 


 COUDNISHT AND 


7 xta لوہ‎ 
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OH GABRIELLE / MY SWEET ONE/. 

I'M Coming! IM COMING! PLEASE BE 

PATIENT, WY: LOVE. 3 oe 
= ۵ 

ھے < = 


© 1 MOPE ۸۳ ALL MN HEME TET سے | ` ېي‎ 
NM ۸85 عکلاع‎ YOUR GREAT ርይ! Ron Ex] M 6898/۶۶ / "Wet YO SHOULD 
d DEEM Mt WORTHY OF Yoy. pius ME 5 
۱ HOPE THAT You ARE WITT AN INDESCRIBABLE JOY Tri NOU ትዳርን 
LEAVE አዜ THT YON HAVE E ES gc -NE-R- - 
| EVER KNOWN G ME , FAMILY, SECURITY = To 2 اا کس سے سمال ۽‎ 


rm. 
4 


T ہس‎ 


R. Crumb 


MY GABRIELE / WE MUST 
never AGAIN ይዬ PARTED: 4. 
ONA wm You AM | FUUN AWAKE / 
onii ın Vol کا‎ THERE LIFE / ia 
Ea PERES ner howe / Yat, Y 


NY HEART I5 POUNDING WITH 
DESIRE FOR MOV GAERIELLE / MM HEAD 
SWIRLS WIM LOVE FOR ۰ 


—Ó— y E 


ww —— ما‎ ሠሙ 


REAR ۵ ۰ ۰۸ 


e 


Tann. {ou 


14. 
ES 
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FRITI | FEEL So SIRANGE / : መፐ2/ WHAT 
| ANT m / ۱ ۲ 
MAPIE WARME A کل‎ Is? HAPPENED To YoU? YOUR 
w CLOTHES ARE Au TORN UP / 


YovR FUR وا‎ ALL DIRTY ۵ 
me 


R. Crumb 


ITs BEM A FANTASTIC NIGHT 
ll ۱ CoULON'T BEGIN ÍO 
qeu YOU weu LET'S SEE, FAST 1 
WAS eTEN 84 A VICIOUS oa THEN 

۱ BARELY ESAPEO A Bio FIRE. AND THEN | 
oN BY እ MIGE MUA, AND 


ስሚ ee صم‎ RE 
QUT NOW, GABRIELE, . So ! WANT You TO CONSIDER VERY 
ONAN SWEGTNM, THE MOMENT HAS COME CAREFULLY MY ANGEL OF THE GRASSY ,که‎ 
Fon. ME BIG Decision 9€ NOM UFG, REMEMBER, ONA YOU خی‎ DECIDE WHAT wiu 
ms decisod wu BE A VERY IMPORTANT BE BEST PoR YOUR OWN UF AND Youn OWN 
ONE FOR YOU, for IT wi. سه خم‎ RIXTER ||. WELFARE — | DONT WANT Mau TO REGRET 
MaQR WARE LIFE AND WCE ዛጩ ٤ |. LATER. ON THAT NOU TOOK THE WRONG 
Í MADE THE CHOICE vou wiu NEVER BE PATH, MM PURE AND HOW 6ክዜ, So WHEN | 
x PELE TO Go ۰. 2 | »وم‎ MOV THIS QUESTION THINK WEU. BEFORE 
: — NOV ANSWER ... 
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GABRIELE, ME YOU. 
READY TO RUN AWAY wim 
ME “TONIGHT P. 


3 THEN COME, MY کوب کن‎ 
3 NYMPHET Y COAG ህላ ME TO +. 
Bek THE LIFE OF THE open HIGHWAYS And 
k WE SAND CITIES AND FORESTS AND 

ERIELOS AND RIVERS AND ٠٦ d 


EX 


2 ምክ = 
የያ ፡ یکن‎ 
^ 


፣ 
ኣይ ተኣ 


AI 
ER ` ایج يک‎ 
= 7 


nd 


You ibigT./‏ یادن 


Yawa a or ںہ سس‎ 


l - 
WAIT FRITZ / WE CANT JUST ህህዘቅ!.. 
our ME WIDOW? WERE VIABLE TO GET 


. GUESS ሺያ መሊ 


R. Crumb 


"GUESS: we uL. WNE To PULL 
X^ - 5ጩቄ GensnEETS - TED --ToG ۵ 
Br... KM... MINK or THE MANN 
MUNG % cAPRY- ENED LOVERS Who "AVE 
ONS ات شب‎ WHAT WE’ DOING, 
GABRIELE | | Guess THAT 


BE — —. MAKES IT NOT AS 


BAD AS IT SEEMS, / 


RAD? ^", 6۳۵6۵ ,هد‎ ፐ 5 A 
MING OF BEAUTY... WAR we ARE BOING 
iç PRECIOUS AND GLORIOUS "Wis Wik Bg 
A NIGHT WE WIK ALWAYS TREASURE IN SUR 
REARS 1 ONLY IN me ፎር oF ENIL, Cou 
ڼ مع‎ ٤ MEAN OLD STIFF-NECKS Does IT 
Seg BAD / 


ee term mi‏ رم tm‏ یم سس ہے 


سے سويب ب وريس تن s a‏ —.. 


۷ ر سداع‎ | ኤ Go GOWN F'RST AND : 
Á qmen You اع‎ 


2 مب 


Ir 3 ^Y OKAY, GPBRIELLE.. COME] 


DOWN, MY SWEET / u 
EU DONT YON IF | CAN 


CER | و‎ ۱ 
SÑ >: 3 Uk... FIRST "uL PASS XA A 
CLIMB DOWN THAT igen say m pow" NM STUFF., WT p < 5 


5 6ہ‎ TZ, ہیں‎ U$ easy / 


3 q iW CASCO MUY 
T |] === o FAM 


be 2 = 

= -— 
ቨ TIER. ==! 

// 1 سے‎ rn 

| ] 

7 i E ہے‎ = T 

ولت : 

ነ 
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HEE ۰ cet ጨመ EAN M MY OWN cn 
iT ۰ - ۳ ፡ ۱ | > WAST A UTE 
EM ۱ BT MORE... 


Men. JUST, 5 A 
SECOND»: MM... 


=ክዬ፤›‏ سي 


R. Crumb 


|| ot ነዛ ቆጋጋጂ DEAR GARRIELLE / = 
ts ےمم‎ YOu HURT? مب‎ 


nun) GUESS 
NA NOT HURI / 


Aut were وا‎ THAT cuc 


WM ALRIGHT, BUT You DONT ኣ |! @MMOTION DIDNT WAVE UP «cuf 
CATCH ME‘ REE ۰ A Col. S. ۱۲ THEY DUCOVR :55..... 
“1 DONT ARE IF THEN bo/ —. 
ME Just Tal ۸ 
YM LEAVIN’ WITH MY 
بیان‎ 'ክኳ ITS TOUGH 
ریگد ید ج-‎ MOM ۸ 
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WEL, WED METER ET inc’ EL OKAY, IM SORRY, رو‎ IS UST 
لا‎ HEP YoU GATHER UP ALLS እ FIGURE OF SPEECH NN DEAREST... 
HIS JUNK AW... m | ጅቹክ5ሚ MEAN M ۷۷م‎ pero gate 81 


CONS یی .612 رر‎ ው SENSE ,, .. NOW | THINK WED BETA, 
wer م‎ INSULT, OR! I ES 
WY SQFF (5 NT — i 

gunk ! 


OABRHUE, WE GOTA GET ۸ NZ “S oso A مسوا‎ 


& Ams 
WERE ^ now IF Ovu BE SO MIND 86 IMPERT'NENT, EH 2 ONG O' nose ^ 
IP get QF OF DEME ×۳ SNIPPN ومع‎ EH? ١۷ “ወርዛ YOU ` 


ኦ WNE GR TINO, “YoU UNE 88۸۲ / 


— 


ER ED, WEL- FED‏ سرت 
REATURE J‏ 


1 


BR. - o 


180961 1():፤፡ 


E Ato) DEWY AMT, 
S, Ten, 1 


WANT TO‏ ېنو 


Sa, 
=- 


D 
+ 


is A KITTEN ANY 
x MORE... 
» X ` 0 


; HO noś’ OVER بوب‎ ከ. 


8R 


R. Crumb 


AHHH. SIGH: NMEEZE.、， YOUR BODY 
ONBEILVABLY SOFT, یرای دو‎ 


v W) Us xii 


^ 


IM 


PAY 


ME Mest HUGE JOY A 
oF LYING...) WANT 
moc: You ECSTACY 
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Am jo Ferz ao (Game | 区 
COME TO KNOW WHATTTEJEAVEN ۰ ፻ 
o ۱ 


=E wn. 
عسعتکو‎ ه٢‎ ٢ ود‎ ቃሥ. 


ww. eg. مسا ر‎ 


bo d y 
ኒ. 


1 5 vou 
— P ٢ tmo سس کس ند مر‎ 


^ wow WE ARE ONE, CABER ELLE, ..١ AM 
E የአዩጀ Of ዛዕህ AND You ARE PART OF ۰ 


R. Crumb 


COCK CROWED THREE TIMES... ) == f we, NST REAL Y INNO 
EVIL. GOMER... A WARNNO عه‎ ANGEL. ٭‎ .、 0 ere 
DANGERS To COME / ለ SIÓN THAT WE ده ۸۸ م‎ NUR = 
MIT BE CAUTIOUS AND STEP LGHTIN الا‎ ድራ .. " EF 
LAND LOOR ASKANCE AT جه‎ RANGERS * هن‎ ۰ 
AND BEWARE Or ToO MICH SMILING AND E ed 


E 


Pu gn "وہ‎ 
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- 
4. 
». 
- 
r 
E 
P 
- 
a 
- 
2 
x 
` 
` 
T 
SE 


> rm 5 5 € 
BUT ٣۳ 0055 MEAN THT THE وت‎ = LE. E 


GHT is WAINING AND ۷ ۵ 
ہے‎ GET GOING, مسلو ای‎ * COMING UP GABRIELE... "uE 


= ud کس را‎ Ë š ۳ > . Ur ANO A NEW acce 
= 2 ፡ 5 à = + 4 TM መ 25 
o" um B 3 TAE Ü rom ۲۴۰۰۰۰۷۱۲۴ ئ۶‎ / 
p HURRY 7 ١ 4 ° 


SS 二 a 
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RORARA 7 


OFFiCE ا618‎ 


AR— CARDS THAT ARE 
THIS Is THE AMERICAN GREETINGS {Au NER ME WORLD 
CORPORATION — መጻጻ 3 " 
1:2 


ROBERTA 


۳ 
CGS 
[76000 MORNING N / INE DECIDED) [ /PRECI0US N YESI HER NAME (S 
T Qe d N A (Gi 
i THAT BLANKET? DONE IN TODAY! - enc ሩሁ CUTE! 
D ሠ 
= LY ےس‎ 
رالد‎ 
E : 1 m 


> 77 1 1 ር ۱ 7 ۹ 
E Ud 1 ص‎ a No 一 
7 


UM. NES... 
VERY ۰ 
a ኤሴ] 48. 
Sm 
IN 4 
* M y 
(HB ve 
LI -- 


OFFICE T tuno: ms SHE STRUCK IT N —Reauy/? ل‎ 
GIRL | ا‎ c RICH! GoT FIFTY ۸۲5 ANAZNGD 
LUNCH! Het’ DOLLARS FOR p” / 


N [or You HEAR. 


ABOUT ROBERTA? 


R. Crumb 


YOu! QUICK 0 
GET ME AG 
OF WATER 


| QUICK! 


AS 
BONA 
D 


1 | —_— RE You ARE ROBERTA! (| 
۱ ave IT T p 


+. «ALMOST TIME FOR THE 
Ree 口 CLOCK BREAK! 


ترا 


AT E CRUEL d oM WHY SHOULD I SET UP? WHY > ۱‏ جر 
٨ - o ፡ ۱ THEN AGAIN» MAYBE‏ 8 
TH TH‏ 
SO ርዮ PC 269 PHONE IN LL MEET PRIME ۷‏ 5 
SICK AN'.......‏ 


ሙን 


02 NN 


0 
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ROBERTA 1$ SEEN ABSORBED 
N HER WORK, AS EVERY Gcoo 
GIRL SHOULD BE. 


"THAT SLEEPY-EYED, DROOPY FIGURE 
WATING AT THE BUS STOP IS HA 
SMITH ON HER WAY TO WORK IN THE 
MORNING.......- 


OH ۰ T‏ سپ 

WEEK /‏ — بجر 
S WHOLE WEEK HERE SHE COMES!‏ 
Fat eet tH AHEAD. HOLD YOUR EARS!‏ 
i‏ ا لوضف N‏ 


THAT's RIGHT. ህዛ 
WHAT CAN | 
US هس‎ ١ RANK IS 

REAL CLEVER AN... دج‎ 


= 9 adi N 
کے‎ H S» 
ALEA <= 
- a 


R. Crumb 
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ይ.,ዕቺ‏ || ے 
LID 7. A‏ 
~ کک 5 
Na‏ په Ww INS de AG‏ 
m" P N 58 5 e B es ANS‏ 
wisma =. SN‏ 
کل [መጻ CAN S‏ 
፳98.//, TAY 111‏ 
ሪዳ‏ سے ی۹۹۸ 1 EA‏ 
لا 2 مس سو Ë mg -፦ il)‏ | 

zt : s C- اس‎ 
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Roberta Smith Office Girl 


pec ۹ک‎ H.. IT MAKES MOY HE ACTS LL 
THAT RON [5 SIR! NER MET WES m EN 
SO CONCEITED / VAN NERGROWN / EVERY GIRLS 
HE REALLY THINKS ( KID / DREAMS / TD ٤٣ 
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A FEW 57 
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HERE... SITOOUWE, MY DARUNG 
60۷,۶۰ LET ME LOOK AT Mau... 
wett? You'Re Looking 


mm poll 


(X 


eee "C 
= Ë jo 
E 
ہے- 2۰م‎ 


IT’S BEEN Se LONG SINCE ገሸ 
WE'VE HEARD FROM «OU», 


WAS ONLY 
A This HIGH, 


7 


MISERABLE هه د‎ 
LONG ASO, al 


OHM. | HAYE So MANY 
To ASK ۰ 


۷ 
ړا‎ CoA W €... 


| ۰۰۱ 6 كما بيجع 
c some THINGS YOU USED |‏ | 
{u‏ ۳ 1 


CUKE ME © 


Ye چم‎ HANGER PLACE 7 


R. Crumb 


፡ au TEU ME Wer QN 
OU'VE BEEN DONG, ٢ 

NG LADY, ې‎ KN ١ T" x FRITZ .. 40V i... “em ኛ 
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۷ 1. 2 ° 
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Re ( t 
CAN'T BERIN | .... 1 = 
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NoO...No.. Yolu. W come ON, 01 


FRITZ... Let's A 
Go OUT TO 
THE RIVER // 


REMEMBER WHEN رون‎ WERE Ü 
' JUST A LITLE TINY Kio yo و‎ 3 
USETA CHASE EACH می و‎ “ROUND و‎ 


GEE SIS... (Ts BEEN ` 
A LONG TUE STE 0 
WE WALKED His GRUND 


IN. FE ا‎ 
- 2 | A 
Em wat 2 
D. Š > š جح‎ |! 
CANA NC “EA 
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۳ መሙ: 
ال کے‎ 


KEN, KIN ١ Go SAK W IJJ 


TAY You's UAE IT 1 ی‎ 
ቲ ۷5 You, FRITZ? CAN | : 
رہ‎ B EC po. WINK Mom WOULD LET MES 
«ins YOUR AGE TN? 


R. Crumb 


*THegE'* A TROUBADOUR, € HE. SINGS THIS SWG Song 


SERENADE... AND TOUGH 
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/ WHEN! War uf 
SIS... CAN'T RUN 
UKE | USED w... 
Joo MUM NIGHT 


ዞ ፈለ. Y Aui 
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The Complete Crumb Comics series 
(with selected highlights in parentheses): 


Vol. 1: The Early Years of Bitter Struggle 


(1958-1962, rare Crumb juvenilia) 


Vol. 2: Some More Early Years of Bitter Struggle 
(1958 196 Z, Cd! ۸ proje ssional and sketi hbook 11 ork) 


Vol. 3: Starring Fritz the Cat 
(1964-1966, includes early work for Help! and 


Topps Bubblegum) 


Vol. 4: Mr. Sixties! 


(1966-1967, Zap Comix aud The Sad Book) 


Vol. 5: Happy Hippy Comix 


(1907-1909 Zap. East Village Other, Motor City 


Vol. 6: On the Crest of a Wave 


(1969-1970, Motor City. Big Ass. Despair) 


Vol. 7: Hot `n Heavy 


1970-1971. Uneeda. Mr Natural, Hytone) 


Vol. 8: Featuring the Death of Fritz the Cat 
(1971-1972, “Whiteman Meets Bigfoot,” Big Ass #2, 
Mr. Natural #2) 


Vol. 9: R. Crumb Vs. the Sisterhood 
(1972-1973, XYZ, "Mv First LSD Trip," Black and 
White Comics) 


Vol. 10: Crumb Advocates Violent Overthrow 
(1973-1975, Dirty Laundry #7, Arcade #/-ፈ "Let's Talk 
Sense About This Here Modern America,” album artwork) 


Vol. 11: Mr. Natural Committed to a Mental Institution! 
(1976-1977, Bizarre Sex, Carload o` Comics. 


Dirty Laundry #2 


Vol. 12: Working With People 
í ٤ 1079, American Spk ndor £/-4, Winds ol Chanee 
Co-Evolution Quarterly | 


Vol. 13: The Season of the 1 


(1978-1981, Snoid Comies, album artwork, “Treasure Island Days”) 


Vol. 14: The Early ‘SOs & Weirdo Magazine 
(1981-1983, Weirdo /-8, Early Jazz Greats, American 
Splendor 7-8, "Uncle Bob's Mid-Life Crisis") 


Vol. 15: Featuring Mode O’ Day and Her Pals 
(1983-1985, Weirdo 9-15, first Bukowski collaborations, 


Patton.” introduction by Peter Bagge) 


Vol. 16: The Mid-1980s & More Years of Valiant Struggle 
(1985-1987, Weirdo 16-21, “Jelly Roll Morton's Voodoo 
Curse,” Pioneers of Country Music) 


Vol. 17: Cave Wimp 
( 1987- 1990s, Weirdo 22-27, Zap, “R. Crumb Goes To the 
Academy Awards") 
Other R. Crumb books available from Fantagraphics Books: 


Fhe R. Crumb Sketchbooks, Vols. 1-10 


Your Vigor For Life Appalls Me: 


[he R. Crumb Letters 1956-1972 
[he Life and Death of Fritz the Cat 


Ihe Book of Mr. Natural 
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The Complete Crumb Comics: Some More Years of Bitter Struggle 
is the second in a multi-volume series comprising the complete works of 
the legendary cartoonist R. Crumb, one of America's most original, trench- 
ant, and uncompromising satirists. The series will include the earliest, 
heretofore unpublished comic strips, as well as his sketchbooks, under- 
ground comix, dramatic and autobiographical strips, and his classic cartoon 
creations Fritz the Cat and Mr. Natural. 


"When I think about that whole decade of the '60s;" Robert [Crumb] laughs, ۵ 
I started to where I ended up, it’s an amazing saga.” One chance turn at this point, 
one casual decision—to go into commercial comic books, for example, or to turn his 
back on comics completely—and Robert might have altered his future totally. Picture 
R. Crumb as Frank Frazetta or Neal Adams or Pablo Picasso instead of "Mr. 1960s!" 

One afternoon around this time the two of us were sitting in the living room under 
some framed color covers of the old Life humor magazine from the 1920s—Held’s 
definitive depiction of the flappers, sheiks, and raccoon-coated bathtub gin era. 
“Maybe,” I kidded, "you'll be the next one of these cartoonists of an era. Maybe you'll 
be the John Held, Jr. of the 1960s." 

I'm not always a good prophet, but I was on the money that time! 


MARTY PAHLS 
from his introduction to this volume 
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